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P ROLOGUES' wi were firſt plain, ſimple bills of fate 4 2.” 
You juſt were told your entertainment there. Bo 
Without parade. or aim at brilliant hit, - 
Genius was thrifty then, as rich as wit. 

Our modern bards a diff rent plan purſue, 

And a fair outfide always hold to view; 

With point and jeſt the. prologue (till wel plays 7 
And ſtrike each inſe& folly of the day. 

But folly gow uoſtricken, wild may ff -- 

For the muſe wafts a fav'rite to the ſky: 

Can little obje s charm or fill the mind, 

When Howard s claims are known to all mankind 2 
Diſtance and clime io him excite no fears; 

He viſits dungeons, and the ſick bed chears ; 

Fearleſs of danger, nobly on he goes, 

Round the whole globe, to heal the wretches' woes: 
Brother to all — like himſelf had birth, hs; 
He watks his Maker's meflenger on earth ; 18 IS 
Aad in the monument bis country rears, 

That country a divided glory ſhares. 

To a great people, thus to merit true. 

Why for our bard ſhou'd we protection ſuc ? 

Worth ſtill you foſter 3 and where faults are found, 

You probe to heal, and not enlarge the wound. 
The reaſon ſtrong that guides your ey'ry aim, 
Cancels or ſeals diſintereſted fame. 

If Engliſh genius, ſoarjog eagle high 

All nations, drops ſtill io a lower ſky, 

It is becauſe the ſons of fame well know. .. 
The praiſe that's worth ambition, you beſtow. 
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„ e. 
. SCENE I. A Street. a 
Enter Mrs, Wilkins, followed by Johnſon, 
Ans. Wilkins, 


THERE. no ſuch thing as ſtirring out of doors * the 
fellows now-a.days,—l beg, Sir, you wou'd not fol- 
low me any farther, | 
Jin. cannot leaxe you, my ſweet, dixine, charm- 
ing git 
. "Mrs: Wil. To how many, now, have you repeated the 
ane leſſon before you met. me this morning: 

© Folnſ. To how many Were a dozen ſuch five women 
3s yourſelf to appear every day in public, there would be do 
ſuch thing as walkiog the ſtreets for you; s man ſhould have 
2 piece of flint in his breaſt. | 

Mrs. Wil. He's a good bandſome fellaw,- and Goetn't 
talk badly. Then you il perſiſt in following me? 

John. How can 1 help i it? I follow a fine&wordad by 
inltiact.— Do. my dear, kind, cruel angel, tell me where 
you live, (Takes hold of her hand.) | 
Mrs. Wil. Bat to what purpoſe * ? I can never ſee 7 ? 

Johnſ: Why dot, my love : — | 

Mrs. Wil Lord, 1 am an old married woman (Faint- 
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| bad name by you. —Do go—T'm juſt at home. 


Col. Talbot, a gentleman of whom I think you mult bare iy | 
heard, if you be Wilkins“ wife, has wrote to him, and de- ther 


ly fir ugghng to diſengage her hand.) You wicked devil, | 
leave me. I he neighbours will take notice, and I ſhall K 1 


Jobuſ. But which is the houſe you live at? 
Mrs. Wil. I can't tell you—befides, I think 1 ſee mp j 

huſband talking to the orange woman at the door ; in the b 
ſtraw hat and ſcarlet cloak, with a little e boy in 
her hand, eating ginger · bread. 
 John/. Why, that's the George inn. *Sdeath ! do yoy 
lire there? 

Mrs. Wil. Ob, you devil! I ſhall be ruin'd if ever yoy b 
come after me. 
 FJohn/. Zounds! it's the very houſe I was going to,— 
Isn't it kept by one Jacob Wilking ? 

Mrs. Wil. Yes, it is. 

Job We're quite at home go. .—1 ſuppoſe you' re old 
Jacob's daughter. 

Mrs. Wil. J happen to be old Jacob's wife, tho”. 

77% Pray, my dear, how loog have you been map 
ried ? 
Mrs. Wil. A long time, Sir. 

John Not a lake time, I am ſore, from your looks, 

Mrs. Jil. Looks are very deceitful, eſpecially theſe of 
married folks. I was married Candlemas day, fiye — long 
months. 
- Fohnſ. Poor ereature you have had i tedious time ofit 
Mrs. Wil. Bot what's Jour buſineſs with Jacob Wil E 
kios? Can't 1 do it: - 


Jobnſ. Then you do Jacob's buſineſs ſomerimes ? 

Mrs. Wil. To be fore I do, when he's out of the way. 
Poor man! it's a great relief to him. Do 

Johnſ. But this is a matter on which J muſt ſee himſel, Ty 


fired T would fee him in conſequence of that leiter: wen or 
you at home when he received it ? 0 

Mrs. Wil. No, I was not, Sir: but T have often hear Ger 
of Col. Talbot: he's an Oxfordſhire gentleman : his fam 
ly, I bcer, was the making ef Wilkins. Lord! he bs 


re ... 7—5:i . . —. 


been 3 long time in the Indies, and, I'm told, has made 3 
power of money. But is he come here, Sir ? | 

Johnſ. He is; and ſince his return has been down in 
Oxfordſhire, in ſearch of Wilkins, where he thought he 
ſtill lived 3 add would have come here bimſelf now, only 
he's very much indiſpoſed. 2 

Mrs. Wil. Bleſs your heart Jacob Wilkins has been 
in town, and kept the George ion theſe ten years. 


Jobnſ. He has made a very ungrateful return to his be - 


nefaor, Col. Talbot. My maſter thought him dead, not 
having heard from him ſo many years: a conduct that was 
unpardonable, conſidering his obligations to the Colonel, 
and the great truſt repoſed in him. 1 
Mrs. Wil. Great truſt ! Lord, Sir! what was it? 
Johnſ. Why, Colonel Talbot left a ſon in his care—but 
come along, and I'll tell you the whole ſtory by the way. 
Mrs. Wil. We muſt not be ſeen together for the world; 
my huſband is as jealous as the vengeance, Take a tuts 
down this next ſtreet, and let me go home alone. Follow 
me in about ten minutes; but take care you don't ſpeak to 
me as if you had ſeen me before. . 1085 
John/. My dear Mrs. Wilkins, what do you take me 
for? Do you ſuppoſe I never paid a viſit to a marricd wo- 
tan in my life ? [Exeunt. 


SCENE IL. The Bar of the George Inn. 


Enter Caleb followed by Wilkins, who appears greatly 
agitated. | 3 


Caleb. What do you knock me about for at this rate ? 
Don't 1 flave like a horſe from morning till night? I wiſh 
I had gone for a ſoldier as my brother did ! 

' Wil. Your brother, you dog! 1 wiſh I had never ſeen ei- 
ther of your faces.— What ſhall I do I have no ſon to re- 
ſtore him! [Bell rings violent. Fu 


Ca. Coming! coming {— There's a bill wanted in the 


General Elliot. 
. Hil. Let them wait. 
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ES * 
"I 
1. Ca. But ſuppoſe they won't wait, who'll pay off the ſcbn 
11.38 Wil. Out of my fight, firrab, or I'll pay off yout ſcore 
| by Don- t you ſee my temper is ruffled ? 

1 Ca. Yes, and I feel it t00. * rings. i” con 


9 op, Sit: | Cat 
| Enter Mrs. Wilkins. „AK 30 


Mrs. Wil. My dear Mr. Wilkins, what's the matter ! 
5 The whole houſe ſeems turned toply-torry. een 
Mil. I am ruin d. | 
Mrs. Wil. Ruin'd! Oh, heaven forbig'! 1 « ; 
Wil. I fay, woman, I'm undone; and the fooner Pim 
of England, the better, | | 
Mrs. Wil. Lord, lord! you eriſh we our of my i 
a 
Wil. Soppoſe the beſt friend you had in the ed 6 
entruſted an only child to your care, and that chro- neg. 
you had loſt him, what wou'd yo have to ſay for yourke 
Mr. Wil. And is that your caſe, Y dear! 2 25 
Wil. It is. | 
Mrs. Wil. But tell me how it happert'. | 
il. You” have frequently heard me make mention d 
Colonel Talbot, in whoſe family I was brooght up ? 
Mrs. Wil. To be ſure J have. 
Wil. It is a fon of his E have loſt.” | 
Mrs. Wil. You aſtoniſh me | But how came ſo greats 
man's ſon to be left in your care? 
Wil. Why, you muſt*know that Colonel Talbot, pre 
- ous to his going abroad, was privately married to a beautifd 
girl ; who waited on his mother: he had a fon dy this gif, 
and as the child came into the world juſt as he was oblige 
to embark with the army for Portugal, the war before lil, 
he left him iu my care, deſiring me to let him paſs for ny 
own till his return; and in caſe he was kill'd, to - cootiou BY f. 
the deception till the death of his father. 
' » Mrs. Wil. And has the Colonel never been ja Ex 90 
land ſince pr 
il. Never till within theſe few days; therefore bi 


W 


+ 


— fon continued with me till he was twelve years old, when 
IVY T loſt him. 
ine Ars. Wil. In what manner did you loſe him. 
Et wil. I cannot be certain: but, as he was a boy of great 
ppirit, and ever prattling of being a ſoldier, 1 ſuſpect he was 
b inveigled off by a reeruiting patty, which at that time was 
beating up for men in the village. 


an, Mrs. Wit. Dido t you acquaint his mother immediately 


with what had happen'd? 
Wil. She was dead. 
Mrs. Wil. You wrote to the Colonel to be ſare. 
Wil. There I was to blame. I cou'dn't ſummon up re- 


folution ſufficient. I thought he wou d have attributed the 
child's leaving me to neglect, or cruel treatment. 

Mrs. Wil. The beſt advice I can give you is, to tell 
Colonel 'Talbot his ſon is dead. 

Wil. But bow ſhall I produce a certificate of that? Should 
he examine the pariſh ener and no record of ſuch a 
child's death be found, I ſhou'd be taken up, and tried on 
a ſuſpicion of murder, 

Mrs. Wil. Then tell him the truth at once. 

Wil. Worſe and worſe! —He'll ſuppoſe this a mere in- 
vention of my own, to ſcreen my villany ; elſe, why was 
I filent ſo long? and that I had been brib'd by his relations 
to remove an obſtacle to their inheriting both his acquir d 
and paternal fortune, 


Enter Caleb. 
Ca. There's 4 gentleman from Colonel Talbot deſires to 


fee you. 
Wil. What's to be done ?—I dare not face him! 
Ca. What ſhall 1 ſay to him, father? 


Wil. Was there ever any thing ſo provoking—as this 
fellow ? + fy 


Mrs. Wil. J have it.— Shew him into the parlour, m 
Eng y 
"i 290d boy; and tell him, Mr. Wilkins will be with him 
WI reſeotiy, my good boy 

Ca. * My good bd "IG ſhe good-boys int 


Hf wovts Be 4 S0. B nu. Wl 


10 HE WOULD BE A SOLDIER. 


ſome tune this morning; I hope there's no miſchief in the 


wind; for 'm ſure thoſe are the firſt good words I have had 
from her ſince ſhe was my ſtepmother. LE xit Caleb. 

Mrs. Wil. How old is your ſon Caleb ? 

Wil. There's only a weck difference between his age and 
young 'Talbor's. 

Mrs. Wil. Paſs him on the Colonel for his ſon, 

Wil. How ! | 

Mrs. Wil. Put a good face on the matter, and yon! 
not only ſlip your neck out of a halter, but make your for. 
tune. I can turn Caleb round my finger. Go and ſpeak u 
this gentleman, and let him know you'll introduce young 
Mr. Talbot to him immediately. Do as I bid you, au 
leave the management of the reſt of the buſineſs to me. 

Wil. But what reaſon ſhall I give for not writing to hin 
ſo long? | | 
Mr.. Wil. You muſt ſay you never received one of hi; 
letters; and your quitting the country, will make it pro- 
bable enough they might have miſcarried. 

Wil. Then to give his ſon no better education ! 

Mrs. Wil. You muſt ſay he wou'd not take any better; 
and you may find inſtances enow of as dull heirs to large e- 
Ntates, to give colour te your ſtory. 

Wil. And make a drawer of him too ! 

Mrs. Wil. Well, he'll got be the firſt great man that 
has cried, © Coming up, Sir !”— What do you ſtand con- 
founded for ? Away, away, man; and let me break the 
matter to Caleb ED 


IWil. It goes agaiuſt my conſcience — but ſelf preſervation 


vill have it ſo, [Exit Wilkins, 


Hrs. Wil. ( Alone.) Now have I my gentleman under 
my thumb—whenever his tongue wags with the ſound of 
jealouſy, I'll threates to diſcover upon him—and I'll ſee my 
dear, ſweet fellow, who follow'd me home to-day, as often 
as I pleaſe, —But to prepare this great booby— Oh, here 
he comes, 


Enter Caleb. | 


Ca. Here, mother, [ have brought you the bill. 
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"Mrs, Wil. Well, never mind the bill I ,have ſome+ 
thipg very particular to ſay to you, —Do you know, Caleb, 
that your father is a man of the firſt character in this 
town ? | : Weg: | 
Ca. To be ſure he is, for ſelling the beſt old port and 
ſherry in the kingdom. | 

Mrs. Wil. But come, fit down, and liſten to me. {They 


it. 
h * What ſignifies hearing ſo much about father's cha- 
racter- who gets him that character? Why, Caleb, —Ts 


there one in the houſe fit to talk to a gentleman but my- 


felf ? 

Mr. Wil. My dear Caleb, let me intreat you to hear 
ne. b 
Ca. Dear Caleb! — Tes, Id liſten to you all day for 
ſuch words as theſe; good words are ſugar plumbs to me: 
beſides, mother, you can't think how pretty, folks look 
when they are pleas'd. 

Mrs. Wil Do you know, Caleb, whoſe ſox you are? 

Ca. Whoſe fon lam! My father's, to be ſure, 

Mrs. Wil. Certainly : but that father is not Jacob 
Wikis. | | | 

Ca. No! a 

Mrs. Wil. Colonel Talbot, the great nabob juſt arrixed 
from the Indies, is your father. | 

Ca My godfather,” I ſuppoſe you mean. 

Mrs. il. I tell you he's your own father. You were 
given when an infant to my huſband, and he was ordered 
to bring you up as his ſon; it being neceſſary for family 
_ which you'll know another time, tg conceal your 

irth. | 

Ca. I always thought I was a better man's ſon, than I ap- 
peared to be. — But, mother, isn't this all a joke? | 
Mrs. Wil. Can my huſband cooyioce you that I am in 
earneſt ? 3 9 

Ca. He has often convioc'd me that he himſe!f was in 
earneſt, as my ſhowlders can witneſs. 

Mrs. Wil. But, dear Sir, I beg ten thouſand pardons 


for keeping my ſeat ſo long. (Getting up, and eur Ming 
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low.—Caleb -keeps his ſeat, with a vacant 
aching laugh o 75.7 "on, 

"hs: 1 thought I'd come to ſamethiog at laſt. 

Mrs . Wil. Your father's gentleman,” Sir, is now wait 
ing to ſee you. 

Ca. My father's gentleman — ſuppoſe I ſhall bare a 
gentleman too. | 

Mrs. Wil. Oh, no doubt. 

Ca. Then there will be a pair of us.— But you're ſure 
now you are in earneſt ? 

Mrs Wil. Will you go and be convinc'd I am? 

Ca Come along, Mrs. Wilkins * think that's your 
name, 
Mrs. Wil. At your Honor s ſervice. 

Ca. Great men are apt to forget ſuch trifles— but [']] 
gall and ſec you now and then, tho Iam a Colonel's fon. 

Mrs Wit: We'll always think there's nothing too good 
at the George inn for your Honor. 

Ca. Bur hark'e, give old Jacob a hint not to forget bim: 
ſei; and make too free. 

Mrs. Wil. 1 hope, Sir, we ſhall derer forget ourſelves 


ia your preſence. 


Ca. Well, well, J hope not, good woman. A colonel's 
ſon What a fool I muſt be, not to have found ont this 
of my own accord !—But it's a wiſe child knows its own 
father. [Exeunt. Mrs, Wilkins ridiculing him. 


SCEN E, @ drawing Room at the Houſe of Sir Oliver 
25 Oldſtock. 


Enter Charlotte and Harriet. 


Char. How you teize me abqut this all- accompliſhed Sir | 


Charles |—1 can't abide him! 

Har. Can't abide him !—1 don't think it poſſible for uy 
woman actually to diſlike him. 

Char. Yes, be's the lall perſon breathing [ ſhov'd elect 
for my caro /poſo ; the man's well enough as ag acquain- 
rance ; he's lively ; does not want for underſtanding : but 
the beſt of him is, the talent he poileſſes for diſcovering 
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we ridicalous, wherever it is to be ſound—then he paints 
it in colours ſq high, and ſo pleaſantly ill aatur'd, that a 
woman takes him in her ſuite, as the natural appendage of 
ſuperior underſtanding ; to ſhew that ber wit has reis id her 
above the power of ridicule, add that ſhe has the chief 
|zughers in town upon her own fide. 

Har. M at you praiſe him for, is, in my mind, the only 
exceptionable part of his character. — 

Char. Lord ! what harm is there in a little good, 
humour'd ill nature? — Beſides, what would you have pea- 
ple talk of when they meet ? As politics are to the men 
ſcandal is to our ſex - theſe two ſubjects are the vaſt maga- 
zines of the major part of our ideas; between them the 
beads of half the nation are furniſh'd. 

Har. Have you ſeen Mandeville to day? | 

Char. Poor Harriet! now do I perceive he cauſe of all 
this extraordinary zeal for the intereſts of the handſome Ba · 
ronet ; you ſtill are apprebenſive, if you don't provide me 
vith a huſband, I ſhall take your beloved Mandeville from 
Jou. | 

Har. He is ſole heir to Colonel Talbot's immenſe for- 
tune, I know your father will proceed to the laſt extremities. 

Char. Dear Harriet, reſt perfectly ſatisfied in my friend- 
ſhip for you ; I never will have him : 1 don't know what 1 
would not do to avoid it; My heart is at preſent a virgin 
tablet, on which Love has not written a ſingle character ; 
however, ſhou'd things come to the worſt, you yourſelf 
muſt be my deliverer. | 

Har, As how ? 

Char. Ev'n by taking wing with your beloved ſwain, for 
that bleſſed ſpot, where law forgoes no fetters for the heart; 
ad Hymen, with a ſmile upon his cheek, and his torch 
burning clear, lights conſenting votaries to the temple of 
real and laſting felicity. Heaven, and a gene tous uncle be 
frais d, who bequeath'd me ten thouſand pounds independ - 
ent of my father, I am not oblig d to ſacritice my own, and 
af friend's happineſs !—0, glorious independence — thou 
parent of every virtue !—no wonder ſo many noble hearts 
emptied their crimſon fountairs to preſerve thee |! 

Har, I'm aſham'd, Charlotte, to have harbour'd a ſuſ- 
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pacion, but for a moment, that a mind like your's cou'd ad 
unworthy of itſelf. 

Char. Now to put my theary i into practice. Here come 
Mandeville; do you ſtep into the next room, where you 
may overbear our converſation, and you ſhall be entertain d 
with a prologue truly antimatrimonial. 

Har. Dear Charlotte, I am already perfeA!y ſatizhed, 

Char. But I inſiſt on your going it will eotertain 


Jou. 5 [Exit Har, 


Enter Mandeville. 


Char. My dear Mandeville ! 1 was juſt wiſtivog for you 
if you had ſtaid much longer, I ſhou'd have been ioſupper. 
table vapour'd ; nothing runs in my head but our marriage 
But 1 was thioking, as the fandeſt couples have certain dull 
hours that hang heavy upon their hands, how we two (hill 
kill time during thoſe ſpiritleſs ſeaſons, | 
Man. | ſuppoſe we ſhall follow the example of other 
people; do all we can to make one another uneaſy. 

' Char. That's one way, to be fare, of killing time: \ bu 
we ſhall grow tired of that at laſt ; don't you think " 
Mandeville ? 

Man. When I entertain a goad opinion of a lady' $ Wi 
it rids me of all apprehenſion on that ſcore. 
Char. Sir, your moſt obedient. 

Man. I thought your coufin Harriet was here. 

Char. My coufin Harriet !—Lord! what's my covſn 
Harriet to the purpoſe ?—l ſhall grow jea'ous of you, i 
this rate.— I wonder, Mandeville, what ſtar ſhed its i 
fluence when our marriage was firſt talk d of ; no two pe 
ple breathing agreed beiter. 

Man. I always thought you the pleaſanteſt comparict 
imaginable. 

Char. We were continually laughing at one bedy's er- 
pence or another. 

Man. And as ſoon as we are married, 1 fancy ee 
body will be even with us. 

Char. Heigho ! 

Man. —_— s that for, Madam? 


lo; 
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i& W.. Char. Not for a huſband, I aſſure you; it was only a 
requiem to friendſhip, going to be laid in the grave of matri- 
mes mony. Methioks we two are preparing ourſelves for the 
you peuance of our future union, as knights-errant of old pre- 
d par'd themſelves for the toils of chivalry. I've read ſome» 
where, that thoſe champions of diſtreſs'd damſels at firſt 
ed. Wl wore heavy weights to their armour, which they fancied, on 
tain removal, would give a comparative lightneſs to the galliog 
Jar, load with which they were about to tax their ſhoulders. | 


* 


Enter Harriet. * 


you; Har. Joſt now, Mr. Mandeville, as I parted from my 
couſin, a ſervant came and told me that your uncle, Colo · 
nel Talbot, was arriv d.— Your father, Charlotte, has re- 
ceiv'd a letter from him.—But what do you think? It ſeems 
he has a ſon nobody ever heard of before. 

Char. A ſon !—Now, Mandeville, if you can be content 
with your miſtreſs, and a moderate income, I'm fatisfied 
you may have her; as the bulk of Colonel Talbor's fortune 
vill certainly devolve to his fon, depend upon it, my father 
wil no more preſs my ladyſhip on your worſhip. 

Man. Madam, my uncle may diſpoſe of his property as 
be pleaſes I ſincerely rejoice at his fake arrival in England 
and as he has an heir, I ſhall be the firſt to congratulate 
him on the event; and I hope that heir may prove an heir 
to his virtues. N * 


cout Char. You are a generous fellow, Mandeville; and, if 
ou, Ai did not coſt you ſo dear, I ſhou'd congratulate you on the 
its 10. 


_ proſpect you may indulge, that we two ſhall never 
one, | 
Man. My dear Harriet— 1 | 
par Char, Now, why don't you ſay, my dear Mandeville ? 
One as naturally follows the other as the echo does the 
y 5 0% Wound, BP] OS 
Man. The occafion, ladies, I truſt, will apologize ſor 
j eV iy leaving you thus abruptly. | 


— 


Gar. Oh, go, go; you have my ample conſent, —Bug, 
Harriet, will you let him go fo eaſily? 
Har. How can you be ſo ill natur'd ? 
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- any human being but herſelf, longer then common dect 


ttadict me ;, but men of large independant fortunes berg 


Char, She ſays ſhe gives you leave to go: but it g 
Ladies that you hs nat dedicate = focond of your time ij 


ey requires it, —But Mandeville, do you and I part u 
ought, a betrothed pair! 
Man. Yes, Charlotte ; for we 3 friends » 


gain, 


Manent Hartiet and Charlotte. 


Char. Now, Harriet, are all your apprehenſions remote . 
Har. They are, my friend; Hope fits ſmiling at ay 
heart, and onee more chears u with a proſpett of hap- ill { 


| pines. | Lat 
End of the firft 4. 1 

rr | þ 

SCENE, an Apartment af Sir Olive Oldltort', | 


Enter Sir Oliver (alone.) | 7 | 


HIS is a deviliſh Icky hit, the Colonel's haviog a ſo; 

it enables me to provide for both my niece and daugit- 
8 —1 expect from the latter a good deal of contradidtn 
in this buſineſs, but I like that I ſhou'dn't love her half { 
much as I do, if ſhe badn't ſpirit enough to contradi& ut 
—it ſhews ſhe has an opinion of her own, and giyes me i 
opportunĩty to prove that I have one alſo ; but of a much 0 


ſuperior kind, and, upon occaſions, of a very coercive qu 


lity ; it's one time in a hundred I can get any body to c- 


Hear the truth nobody has ſpirit enough to oppoſe them i 
diſeourſe—Henceforward;, I am determined to take no it 
by the hand; who does not ſpeak and look, when we come 
to debate, as if he wou'd knock me down in an argument. + 
Well 1 think 1 ſhall be as happy as a married man can be , 
when my girls are diſpoſed of—my wife, to be ſore, ba! 


moſt unaecountable humour; to ſuppoſe I'm * of hel 
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ſent, 1 thisk her as plain a plece of goods, 2s 2 mim cools 
meet between Temple-Bar and W ge 
comes, W of news. 


Enter Lady Olftock. 


Ta. Old. Was ever any thing fo wonderful ! 

Sir 0. Notbing upon earth ! whar's the maner, my 
bore ? 
| La. Old. Why, haven't you beard that Colonel Talbot 


has a fon? 
Cir 0. A ſon'!—a dozen, 1 dark be for, if he word 


but own them; an old ſoldler hay generally children in all 


op of the globe. 
Old. Sir ner, you're d dess tin, and judge 


of every body by yotrkelf. 


Sir O. Vpob my ſoul, my dear, you 2 allow me too much 
vredit ; I never was & man Ii, no; nd : 


I bad k domeſtic magnet that attr acted, and fix d all * al- 
ſectionz; united to Fuck à woman as Lady Oldſtock, who 
44 be @ rover ? 

L. dla. Why, to do you juſtice, Sir Oliver, you have, 
upon the whole, made à very goad huſband 3 and if it was 
dot ne for the weakneſs of your temper in one particular, we 
might live very happily. 

Sir O. ( Afide.) Now ſhe's off. 

La. Qld. If, indeed, I vas ond of the giddy firu of the 
day, it would be another thing but a woman, of whoſe 
truth.you have had ſo many years experience, to be jealous! 
Sr O. 1 tell you again, and again, 1 am not jealous. 
La. Ola. Ah, Sir Oliver! I wifh you wou'd make your 
words good; if any man of the jeaft tolerable appearance 


pays me a common mark of reſpett, don't t you inivcgiatety : 


loeer, and fay that fellow has a defign upon you ? 
Sie O. $01 do: 1 always think that perſon has a de- 


ſiga upon another, to whom he gives their own way ia eve; 


'7 ting; 6, eo f if Lam to Chaſe v Blend, nad an . 


560 he's in ber Gfty-fifth year—to do Lady Lucretia Old- 
ſtock juſtice, ſhe was once a charming woman; but'at pre- 
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greeable companion, give_ me the honeſt fellow - "wo 
Ann . non 31 

La. C14. Then You A are. not t Jealous ? 

Hir 0. No. . | p 

© La. Old; No? 

Sir O. No; damme if ever 1 was jealous of you! 

La. Old. You are now more provoking, if poſhble, thay 
erer; when you find I ho'd your ridiculous ſuſpicious in 
contempt, you wou'd wound me another way, and ori. 
fy. my. pride, by iaſinuating, that 1 never had atiraQion 
lullcent to bare a Li _ faid to me, like other v0 


0 


. 


"Sir 0. Then i it j my — yon hare had you 
il things ſaid to you, like other women, in your time! 

La. Cid. There, there it broke forth | When i it jo 
married to a | jealous buſband ! 

Sir O. Well, all chis I can bear, becanſe I like cont 
iction— f confider the mind like a ſpring; the more. yy 
prels it,, the more vigour. you lend to its claftiaty ; fince | 
can remember, I always delighted to be of a different ops 
nion from other people— There's ſomething wonderfully flat 
Fering to human pride in being ſingular— but in marriage | 
Is abſolutely neceſſary—man and wife are like the contend; 

qualities of bitter and ſweet; they e ve 
and exiſt by downright oppoſition. - 8 : 


Enter Charlone, „ 1 

La. Oid. ll . ſubmit my cauſe to the + judgemen a 
Charlone. 

Char. Submit your cauſe. to my -jadgemeny ! wy des 
ma'am, by. no means; in all caſes of matrimogial wen 
the, patties ſhould be tried by their peers. 
Sir O. Right, my girl! now iu 8 to qualify you ts 
be impanelled on ſuits of the kind, 1 was that moment think- 
iag about moving the court of Hymen, to (hew cauſe wh} 
z tule ſhould not be n to 1 you with a hul- 
had: r IEE Fo 


. La, Ola. 3 you muy Charlatte, If. you 10 
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> cop. Ml to; be happy above air things avoid. 2 tewper lite your 


father's: 
Sir O. And like your mother's alſo, if you with your 


bolbsdd to be happy. 
La. Old. I dearly perceive my company is not agreeable. 
Sir O. Your ſtrange turn of mind, | confeſs, Lady Old- 
flock, is not altogether fo agreeable ; ; but you ſee. it does 
not make me . - 
La. Gld. It's that that tortures r | con'd ve x hin,” 
it wou'd be a Proof I had foe power left ; but be treats 
me like a child. 


Sir O. It's a ſpoilt one, if I do. 

Char. Dear Sir, let me follow her. 

Sir O. You ſhan't budge a ſtep after her—Soothing her 
in theſe humours is only adding feul to fire. Your mother, 
Charlotte, was born à coquette, and «ill die one. She 
was a reigning toaſt in her youth, and to this hour expects 
the adulation of thofe days. She had a whole army of lo- 
vers; and, what you'll ſay ought to make me ſet a very 
high value upon her indeed, either from neceſſity, or choice, 


four and thirty years waiting for me. But come, fit down, 
ind Jet me talk to you. (They ſit.) I have for ſome time 


with Mandeville, does not meet-your wiſhes. 
Gar. I confeſs, 81 

| gem leman's affect ions to be engaged elſewhere. 

t of Sir 0. I underſtand you; he's fond of my niece, Har- 
7 tt; well, in the name of happineſs let them go together ; 


lex WH li never bepiibn his name to you again; nor indeed thAl 
on, WM |! propoſe any match ta you, upon which 1 may expe ra- 


toval contradi dien. 


to Char. Nov. Sir, you ſpeak like my far dere On ho v 

k- my heart ſpriags with gratitude and joy, to hear thoſe ge ne- 

by WW 70vs words from your own lips ! 

ul- S 0. No, my girl, you ſhall never be fact” bred* t the 
5 alter of Plutus- I ſay ſacriſiced ſor, what is it, in fact, 

v6 du a ſacrifice, to throw away a five yourg toman ur 4 


C 3 


[Exit Lady Oldſtock. 


ſhe” hung like an overblown roſe on the virgin thorn, full 


back obſerved, Charlotte, that the march l propoſed to you 


r, it never did be ſides I know that 


as St 2 
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man it is impoſſible ſhe ſhould like ; as many father's dg g. 
very day, who love money more than their children. 
car. The liberality of theſe ſentiments delight 

are ſo exattly i in conformity with my own! Por 0 
ypu have given me ſuch ſpirits Do you know, w 


| ajk'd me tg fi down, I expected to have a r 


kind of converſation with you? 


Sir O. I ſoppoſe you thought ! hag a 1 calf to pro- 


poſe ta yon for z hulband? 
Ch Torn 1 was ſo un generous. 

Sir 0. A fellow with nothiog bh god in ki pocket wa 
lead ia his pate; ba, ba, ha! 

Char. Ha, ba, ba! 

Sir O. enden 


of other people's thoughts! Ro, no, my girl, 1 bare no 


ſuch march to propoſe to 'you—-l have a huſband for you, i 
is true, io my eye; and a rich oge too — but it is not to 
riches. you obj24—it is to the man; and provided he be a- 
preeable, I imagine po woman in ber ledles can ſuppole 2 
huſband nay be too rich? 

Char. Provided riches be obtained without leaving a ſtain 
upon the principles, it is happine(s to poſleſs them, as the 
give us ſo much more ample power of diftributing felicity. l 
ne ver was that romantic fool to imagine there can be happi- 
neſs where there is not S AR Wa grant rye that, and/ 
all the weality beſide which the earth contains ot the ſea de- 
vours,, ſhou'd set bribe me to ſell che free election of 
my heart, or barter for gold, what gold could never te- 
ore me. 

Sir 0. Ges me a kiſs, you jade | you are your liber 
own daughter: but every body tells me you're the picture 


of me; and if the Colonel's ſon be but as like bis father 


as you are yours, you'll be the baudſomeſt couple in | Great 
Britaia. 

Chur. (Riſing.) The Colonel's ſon, Sir! 

Sir 0. Yes, my old friend, Colonel Talbot's ſon; one 
of the fineſt young fellows I am told—but no fop—he has 
pon of the vices 2nd follics of your young butterflies of 


:athion. 
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Char. No, Sir, nor any of their accomph(hmeots, . 
fo miſinform̃ed. | 
Sir O. It was an excellent thought of TH faer's, to 


have him brought pp in 2 ſnug; private way. 
Char. And yet, I'm told he has lived ſome. time. ina 


ſaug public way. | 
Sir 0. What, Charlotte have you been Eg to ay 


ſcandalous reports of the youth ? 

Char. A pretty youth i underſtand he is for the huſband 
of your davghter—I am told he was nll a Waiter at 
ſome horrid place near, Smithfield. 

Sir 0. Oh, infamous ſcandal !—He a waiter at ſome 
horrid place near Smithfield !—The. next report,. I ſuppoſe, 
will be, that you were bar maid at the ſame place; and 
that I'm an o d tobacconiſt, who ſupplied the book with cut. 
and dry, from the ſign of the Black Boy in a neighboar- 

alley. 
2h I am petrified at the very thoughts of the brute ! 

Sir 9. Loc you there now: ſhe knows I love contra- 
dition ip my heart, and therefore ſeems ayerſe to the match 
becauſe ſhe thinks it will pleaſe me. But, come; you 
your mother and my niece mall gs pay the Cologel. aud bie 5 
ſoa 2 morniog viſi. 

Char. Sir, as you inſiſt upon it, I will £9 a8 1 a 10 
ſce any other great natural curioſit y. 

Sir O. Was ever any thing like this J ſhe . has heard a a 
ſcandalous report of a man, and ſhe won't wait. to be uades4 
ceired by her own eyes and her own ears ; ihis is downright 
nconvincible obſtinacy, pot rational, well founded coptra- 
dition; and | bate the one as much as I love the olher; 
beſides, 1 ever thought you a girl of too much ſenſe to lay 
uy kind of ftrefs on a tale of mere Rumour, 

Char. But, if Rumour ſhou'd ſpeak truth ? | 

Cir O. He's ſo great a lyar, I wou'd not believe him. 

[Exeunt, 


SC Eu E, an Apartment at Mandeville” 8. 
Enter Jobnſon and Colonel Talbot. 
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Jobnſ. He's a roogh diamond, Sir; he requires a lite 


poliſhing, 1 muſt confeſs. 


Col. Good maſters may remove his ignorance, and good. 
company poliſh his manners : but there is a meannefs in the 


tern of his perſon, and the-caſt of his features, which is in. 


ſuperable ; but take man in every point of view, and he 
x: ill be found the creature of habit ; : his body, like his mind, 
! 


is ſubdued by education. 
8 Johnſ. J wonder, Sir, you never wrote to any particular 
friend in England, to have inquir'd about him, when you 


receiv'd no letter from this man, to whole Care you com. 


mitted him. 
Ci. We con d I ruſt? n of my 90 i Lamy 1 


Theo, what ſolid friendſhips do you ſuppoſe are contradted 


zt the age [ left England? I was theo but twenty ; all ny 
intimates were young fellows,” ſunk in pleaſure and diſſipa- 

; if any thing like friendſhip had ſubſiſted dee us, 
os many years we were aſunder had diſſolv d the tie—His 
mother, I knew, was dead; and from Wilkin's ſilence, [ 
concluded that he alſo had paid the debt of nature; there. 
fore I deſiſted from writing, thinkiog it was in van to hope 
for any certainty till | had myſelf reached Eng and. 

Zohn/. I ſhou'd not have believ'd.it 

cou'd have had ſuch a ſon, let his « 
may. 
Cl. Town, Johdfon, the kd 1 a father induc'd 
me to believe 1 ſhou'd have ſeen him emerging from the low 
conttacted ſphere to which his fate bad conſigu d him, by the 
native energy of bis own powers; and flatter'd myſelf with 
the pleaſing dream of furpriſing a young man with 3 fiyence 
and deflinftion, who in obſcurity had acquir 4. r 10 
deſerve them. 

John. 1 beg your Horor's pardon: t 2 as J cangei 
ſee the leaſt kkentls-of vou ia this young peatteman' s face, 
1 ſuppoſe he reſembled his mother. 


angel! 

Johnſ. Then he Agens from you. both wos devil 'ſhly'— 
But, dir, the ſoorer you providg him with a fencing end 
dancing maſter the better; the lat er of theſe gentlemeg 


Mb'e your Hoso 
ation be "whit 8 


Cl. His mother de _, the countenance of 20 
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ſeers indiſpenſably veceſſary, if it's only to teach him to 
walk ; for no raw recruite on the fun lap of e was e- 
ver more pigeon- toed. ir 


Col. Where is he now? 


Jobhnſ. 1 left him, Sir, very buſy o over bis. leneheon. 


Col. His luncheon | 


- Jobn/., Yes, Sir: a (mall morſe} he takes before 1 
ja to ſtay his ED conſiſtiog of abou A pound: of beet 
feaks and a tankard of porter... 

Col. Send him to me. (Exit Johaſon, Jak fear he” s iQ- 

corrigibly gone, beyond the pn of ane | 


i 


Cual. Dear Mandeville, what courſe - you o adviſe me 10 


purſue with this untoward boy? With ail bis faults, I muſt 
conſider he is my ſon, and Py, 2 he * me 10 
bluſh for him, 

Man. Sir, we maſt ns to * hint as all as we 
can: but I am rather inclined to thick we 3 ag never be a- 
ble to give him the graces. 

Col. He's not three and — 8 youog zue have 
nany begin later ia life to acquire the rudiments of- thoſe 
ſeieodes, in which they afterwards arriv'd to the higheſt 
pich of eminence.— Have you been able to diſcover how 
the natural bent of his temper e or if be has " 
ſtrong propenſities? pals 

Man. Why, Sir, from what I can collect in my dert 
acquaintance. wich him, the hatural bent of his temper ſeems 
oclin'd"to gallantry; and if he has any ſicoog propentibyy R 
ls to die dae of ſkittles. 

(ol. No matter how tow and vulgar - the game. be, it ic 
ewa a ſpirit of play ia him, and it muſt be cruſh'd : hue 
he has a turn for gallantry, it gives me-the greateſt hopes 
of his reformation. The ſociety of an accompliſh'd. ad 
de. utiful woman foſtens and refine the rovpheſt nature; ſhe 
parts, by a ſecret magic, her clegances and het gracesy 
nd to converſe with her; is a kind of, ſtudy that inſenfibly 
Plſbes, her admirer. — But what realon dax 2 3041 to e 
de is inclig'd to gallantiy ? 5 a 
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Men. He has imparted al} bis amohrs to-we ; but ws 
in particular; -which .very much diserted me indeed :—Afg 
haviog been ſuccesful with bar maids, young milleners, ay 
wylors daughters, out of number, Cupid ſhet him fron, if © 
choeſecake battery, and he fell in love with a paſtrycook\ 
daughter; which, oh, terrible ! was the cauſe of his har. ' 
ing an affair of honor with än attorney's clerk, in which i © 
doth parties were bound over: but iu paintithy this Heleg 
who bred the contention, how ſhall 1 do bim Juſtice at fh 
ond hand? Feoiers lent him bis pencil For her wait all * 
Titian ſor her bead; for ſhe was ſhap'd like u Nutch cheese I 
and her Jocks were as red as a carte. 
Col. I have ſent for bim; and -as I ſhall examine bin 
cloſely, in order to ſearch if there be any latent ſeeds of | 
bility which culture may briog forth, I wiſh you, Mande- 
ville, to be preſent, and that you will alſo afiſt me in it 


Man. Certainly ; * ty coulia, I thiok ita duty I o 
bim. Oh, here he comes with Johoſoo, N 


yer Caleb and Jokaſoo., 


Ca. (Speaks at entering.) Tou don't know wha' 
taſte ; my han the vattieſt thing in tou av it's drefil 


new. * bs a 
14 Col. Dont you know, Sir, I ſent for you ? 
: Ca. Ab, father !-—Couſia ! are you there too? 
oY Man. You don't attend. W , 
it Ca. 'Antend'! no: I hope I ſhan't attend any more. | 
il Well, father, you ſent for me: now, what do. you un 
__ my old cock? | WES | 
1 * 7 * . LS has, S * 
Cu. (Turning cwey with diſguft.) E is ig vin (i 
1 thick of calkivating a ſoil like this!  -- . 
4 bi Man. His manner is terrible, to be fare : but we mul r 
1 correct him. 3 2 o 
1 Ca, Corre®t him ! Why, what have I done to be ch 
1 rected ? I thought I was corrected enough by my laſt fathet 
| Cot. 'Wor's that correction had taught you toſpeak! | 
1 C. That it did; and oſten to ſqueak tos, till you oil 
| hear me too ſtreets off. * \ OR, © | | P 
R 
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Cel. Speak to him, Mandeville. There is ſomething ſo 
parbarous in every thing he ſays or does, that I can't bear 
40 look at him. >. 74 | * 

Man, You'il excuſe me, dear couſin, for giving you a 
Kttle advice; but as 1 mean it well, Pa ſure you'll not be 
offended. | . 

Cu. Bleſs your heart, you can't offend me! I'm one of 
the beſt· temper d boys breathing: — but what's the matter 
with old Firelock ? He ſeems in the ſulks. 

Man. He's not pleas d with your manner and addreſs; 
*is too rude and abrupt: you ſhou'd never approach him 
without evident marks of reſpect. 5 

Ca. Oh ! I underſtand you; I ſhou'd always make a 
bow when I come into a place where he is. —Ecod, with all 
my heart: but what ſet me wrong, was hearing it ſaid, 
that to have no manners at all was the beſt of breeding. 

Mau. Ceremony is altogether is ridiculous, as rudeneſs 
is offenſive ; you muſt avoid both. . | 

Cl. Have you ever read aoy thing in your life?? 

Ca. Why, do you think I can't read? Then I'tell you T 
can: and write and cypher too. | 

Man. He doesn't doubt that; he only wiſhes to know 
what kind of readiog or books you are fond of. 

Ca. Then you may tell him, I am fond of hiſtories, 

Man. That's a good heating, faith ! If he's fond of 
hiſtory, he muſt poſſeſs from nature a ſtrong joquifitive mind 
under all this 'vtpromiſing d'abord Men, educated in a 
low fphere of life, however uncouthly they expreſs them 
ſelves, often manifeſt a ſtrong inteſlect; and on being 
but to the teſt, 'diſcover a fund of knowledge the better- 
du cated man wou'd not expect from a flight acquaintance 
with them: I coofider fuch minds like rich metals, as yet 
unpurify'd from alley; but let it once be known that the 
ore is gold, and the reſiner's hand will ſoon bring forth t- e 
bullion.—As you are fond of hiſtory, you have no doubt 
dipt into the hiſtories of Greece and Rome? © 

Ca. Tue beſt of their hittories. - has: 

Man. Whoſe were they! ! et Es; 

CA. Why, in the firſt place, I hare read Don Bellianis's 
Hiſtory of Greece, and the Seven wiſe Malters“ Hi ſtory of 
Rome, D | 
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Col. Aſk him no more queftions. of 

Ca. Then I've read the Hiſtory of Colonel Jack, ant i. 
the n of the Engliſh Rogue, and the Hiſtory of Mol 
Flanders. bo 

Man. He appears as well nk in modern as aucient Fr 
biſtory. 

Col. I don't know any thing more mortifying to human 
pride, than to paſs the better part of a man's life ia toil, 
anxiety, and danger, accumulating wealth, to leave it to: Ml wi 
fool at laſt 

Ca. You can't think, father, how ſenſible money males 
a fool look, and how fooliſh a wiſe man looks withou it, 


* . 


Hunter Servant, 


Serv. Mr. Serge, your Honor's taylor. 
Man. He's come to take meaſure of my couſin for his 
regimentals. 
Ca. Regimentals ! Why, am I to be a Colonel as * 
as my father? d« 
Col. Sir, you're to be a ſoldier. | S 
Ca. A ſoldier ! Why, what's all this? Am 11 to 00 for 
| a ſoldier, after all ?—Has Doll Blouze been with the pati WW p 
officers? i 
Col. I have procur'd you a commiſſion; no ſon of mine Wi: 
ſhall waſte his youth in eaſe and indolence, diſipating that Wn 
wealth I ſo bhardly-earn'd : the greater part, it is true, he Wh 
ſhall enjoy; but he ſhall firſt prove by his courage, aad bis s 
ſervices to his country, that he deſerves it. 
Ca. There's not a boy within the ſound of Bow bell ol 
a better ſpirit ; I'll fight any man in England of my weight 
and inches, with fair filteſſes, for a guinea —aye, dane: 
if I don't, and fay down firſt. a 
Man. Hado't: you better ſtep to the taylor? ? . 5 
Ca. Preſently; preſently, couſin—But now I thiok of it, Wi 
I'll not ſtep to him; let the taylor ſtep to me.— A captain 
ſtep to a taylor! mpoſkible ! that's bidding a ſieldpiece f 
dance the hayes after a thimble. 
Cel. I inſiſt upon your going this moment. 5 f 
Ca. Why, the old boy $ in his taatrums.—Couſia, 
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"er in your ear: chere s one wing r [ bo, I a beg 


of yon, 
Man. What' 8 that * 
Ca. Why, as you and I will be hand and glove, as 2 


body may ſay, you'll call me Caleb, and III call you Tom, 
Frank, Harry, or—what is your name ? 

Man. My name is Frederick. 

Ca. Frederick! what a pretty name ! I wifh my name 
was Frederick, Can't I be new-chiriſten'd for one name as 


well as another ? | 
Man. ( Afide.) Till you're new boro, I barg worhiog 


can be done with vob, 


Ca. But J was going ta tell A you call me Caled, 
pever do it loud, eſpecially in company. 

Man. For Heay'ns ſake, why? 

Ca. Why, if you was to cry out, as thus now Caleb? 
(Bawling out.) | thould cr 7 „ Coming up Sir!“ tho? you 
made a duke of me. { £x:t Caleb. 

Col. Well, Mandeville, van do you think? 


Man. Hope is left us the worſt of times, however, I 


do not deſpair of making ſomeihing of him yet: what [ 


dread moſt, is introducing him to Charlotte, 

Col. Why caonot man make over his mind, like his pro- 
perty, to his children? Any diſtinguiſhing quality in all o- 
ther animals ſurvives in the ſame ſpecies by heridetary de- 
ſcent for ever; man continues upon the earth only in bis 
name and his revenues. — Oh, that be ſhould leave behind 
him his leaſt valuable part, and all that made him good or 
great ſhould ſiak into the duſt with him! 


\ 


Enter Johnſon, 


755 Good news ! good news, Sir! the Carnatic is 
aiv'd ſafe.— Captain Creyelt's ſeryant is juit come to ac- 


quaint yaa, that his maſter ang Coyat Pierpoint will be here 
immediately. 


Col. Good news, indeed, Johnſon ; and heavy and af- 
"py as my heart is, your iridiogs Cheer it The Count, 
landeville, is an officer of infinite merit; he was my pri- 


loner dwing the war, and is warmly attach d to Engliſh. 
D 2 
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manners and our glorious conſtitution. — But, Crevelt i 
know the merit of ſuch a man, you muſt be acquainy 
with him. | | | 
Man. Is he an Engliſhman? _ 
Col. Yes, and you may judge of his merit as a ſoldieh 


when 1 tell you, he has riſen from the ranks, at the ag 


of three and twenty, to the commiſſion he now holds of cap. 
tain. He's the reverſe of this ill-iated boy we have been 
ſpeaking to: He is ſelf· educated; for with ſcarcely any ad: 
vantages but thofe he deriv'd from a moſt nable and exc 


| lent pature, be is the man of ſenſe, the ſcholar, and the 


poliſth'd gentleman. His father old Crevelt, was no mo 
than a ſerjeapt, aud ſerv'd in Germany under Lard Granby; 
te brought this young man with him to ladia, whullt yer} 
boy; the firſt day he ever was in action, he ſaw his father 
tall; and he was found after the battle among the flaig 
cloſe to his body, apparently lifeleſs with lofs of blood, 
85 if lie had died in the pious office of defending a paren, 


Enter Servant, 


Serv. Captain Crevelt, Sir. 
Man. Let us go aod receive him; my heart bum 
with impatisace to call ſuch a man my friend. [Exeunt, 


End of the Second Att. - 


ACT I. 
SCENE, Mapdeville's Houſe. 
Enter Mandeville, Crevelt, and Colonel Talbot. 


I QUITTED | England, Mr. Mandeville, when a bo, 
and never was in London in my life before, I am charm: 
ed with the appearance of this noble city, is which th2 caſe, 
convenience, and ſafety of its poorelt inhabitant ſeem con- 
(oked. I PETE Ou 
Cel. There is no token ſeen in the irecty of an exbiuh 


— 
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ceunt, 
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ed people, drained by a tedious and expenſive war, during 
which Great Britain fought at more unequal odds than any 
nation on the earth ever did before. ; 
Crev. So much the reverſe, that I am aſtoniſhed at the 
appearance of opulence and proſperity to be met with every 
where; and the pleaſing ſenſation 1 feel, to find my country 
in that Rate, is indeſcribable. F EET 
Col Let gloomy politicians contiave to predict and fore- 
ſe calamities that exiſt only in imaginaiioa 3 whillt-the geni- 
us of induſtry continues to ſmile upon the Iabours of the 
huſbandman, the mechanic, and the manufacturer, and 
whilſt tri probity is the character of England in her deal- 
ings with all other nations, the reſources of this country. will 
be found inexbguſtible 3 and though its glory may be veiled 
by a momentary cloud, it ſoon recovers us former {plendor, 


Fx A Enter Caleb, in Regimenta!-. 


Ca. Here I am, father, io full feather. | 
' Col, What, Sir, is your dancing maſter gone already ? 
Ca. Bleſs your heart! —no maſtet of an xiad ior me to- 
day; I never put on a new ſuit of clothes in my lite, that 1 
did not make holiday. N 1 
Man. (Aſide to the Col,) We had better, I think, in 
ſome degree, give way to him: you cannot expect imuicdi- 
ately to reform manners ſo long confirmed by habit. 
Cel. (Afide,) I believe you're right; fo Vil try what ef- 
ect indulgence may have on him, — Wel, ic ſhul! be as y 
wou'd haye it; this day fhall be devoted to pleaſure and 
amuſement—Creyelt, give me leave to introduce you to my fon. 
Crev. I don't know any circumſtance of my life effects 
me more than the high honor I now enjoy. 
2h IG _ [introauucing himſelf. 
Ca. Why, look ye, young man, as my father deſires ic, 


PIl ſhake hands with you, with all my beart : but 1-wou'd 
not make ſo free with every old ſoldier's ſon. | 

Col. o dare you, Sir, ioſult a man of his merit with 
language fo groſs ? | hs | 

Ca. Why, isn't he an ald ſoldier's fon f—pretiy compa- 
ay truly tp introduce we to 


- 
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Crev. Sir, the humility of my birth acknowledge ; hy 
muſt tell you, this is the firlt time it ever brought a bluk 
| into my cheek—T am choaked with rage—Unufed to inſult, 
cannot receive it without indignation even from the ſon of 

Colonel Talbot! 
Col. T inſiſt upon your aſking that gentleman's pardon, 

Ca. Why, is he a gentleman ? 

Col. A man of his worth, bis honor, and ability, i is 2 
gentlewin, though ſprung in the loweſt vale of ſociety. 


Ca. Nay, if you ſay he's a gentleman, I aſk his pardan 


with all my hbeart— Nothing ſo common now-a-days as ong 
gentleman' s aſking pardon of another; it makes up a quars 
rel in a trice. 

Crev. Sit, I accept your apology. 

' Cal. (To Caleb,) But, Sir, I will go farther with you 
You muſt ever confider that man with reſpe& ; learn to e. 
ſteem bim, and it will do you more honor than your binh 
has done. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. The gentleman from the India Houſe, Sir, tha 
Was here before to-day, has called again. 
Col. Let bim know I'll wait on him immediately. 
[Exit Servant. 
(To Caleb.) Young mao I wiſh to undeceive you in one 
particular ; ; ſeize all thoſe opportunities of inſtruction I mean 
to give you, and redeem the time you have loſt, which, if 
you veglea, your pror ißon from me ſhall be merely inde- 
pendence : my name you may diſgrace, but 1 think it a 
crime io beftow riches an one 'who would abuſe them; eren 
that youth, whoſe birth is fo inferior in your eye | 
ſhould coolider as Wen to me by his merit in nearer ties 
of kindred. | Exit Colonel. 
Ca. (Strutting about. ) So then, Fam to be diſipherited 
after all and for an old ſoldier's lon too ! 
2 V bat's that you ſay, Sir? 
9a', Sir !—Damme !. he looks ſo fierce, 1 dont 


4 


9 what to ſay to him— 1 heſe old ſoldiet's ſoas are 
N 3 ' : | E il | — 
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o ufed to cutting cf throats, it's the devil to quarre] with 
them. 

Man. I am aſhamed of you, coufin—If you proceed. in 
this manner, you mult be lock'd vp from all ſociety; _ 

Ca. Ill beg bin * again: 1 know that's all he 
wants. 

| Crev. I'll ſpare you, Sir, the . of Auens- 
ing to ſo humilating an act—in re 3 your father, I o- 
verlook every thing you have hitherto ſaid I now coolly be« 
hold all that had palt through a different medium; and ra- 
ther feel for a youth, who, from his proſpect of immenſe 
wealth, has been perhaps from his childhood ſurrounded with 
{ycophants; who never let him know what it was to be ac- 
quainted with himſelf, and perſuaded him into an opinion 
that wealth ſupplies the abſence of emp accompliſkment 
and virtue. 

Ca, I don't rightly underſtand you, Captain; but L fan- 
cy—only you mince the maitet— that you meant to ſay I 
was much better fed than N no matter—Arc 
ve good friends again? 2 bo | 
Crev. Very good! 
Cx. Then give your hand. ( 4/ide.) He, ne, ph I 
can't help laughing, after all, to think of fuch- a fellow's 
being a gentleman, !—But I ſay, Captain; they tell me you! 
are a devil of a fellow for fighting ::; now, do you fee me- 
sam an officer as well as yourſelf, I'd be glad to know: 
how you generally found yourſelf before you went into the 
ield of battle. 

rev. Much as I do at preſedt, 

Ca. What, no more frighten'd * 

Crev. No, Sir. 

Ca. Come, come, no tricks upon travellers, Ce 
vv you think I'm ſuch a fool as to debens you? 's | 

Crev. Sir! 

Ca (Terrify'd.)-Sir !-—He looks at me like- 2 ger Il 
le him no more queliions— he has half frighten d me out 
F my commiſſion ah eady— Eh (Looking cut) Ecod, 
vader I ſee my father talking to two fine girls— I'll go have 
* PLP at them— Couſin Mandeville, good bye—Capiain, 
our lerrant—(Stifling a laugh.) A gentleman truly — 
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What a fine thing it is to be born one—it ſaves a world c 
trouble in learning. [Exit Caleb. 

Man. The ſtory of this unhappy young man, and hoy 
his education came to be ſo much negleQed, is too long to 
acquaint you of particular, at preſent ; but you ſee what he 
is, and, I hope, eſtimate an inſult from him accordingly, 

Crev. I thiok no more of it—but my heart bleeds ſot 
his father. 

Man. You talk of leaving town to day — why, dear Sir, 
will you ſo ſuddenly quit friends, who, of all things, c- 
vet your ſociety? Is the buſineſs which calls you from us, 
ef that urgent nature, you cannot PE it for a few day 
at leaſt ? 

Grev. It is what I onght not to do—for my relations in 
England, (if I have any living) have never beard from me 
fince 1 quitted the country; but perhaps it's better to pre 
pare them for the meeting; fo I ſhall write to them by thi 
night's polt, and continue your gueſt a little longer. 

Man. Now this is truly friendly—-I wou'do't for de e 
world have you; leave the town till after my Couſia Talbot's 
wedding. 

Crev. Then he's going to be married ? ( 

Man. So his father intends, as the only means of t: li 
forming bim, the lady is one of thoſe two, who came her WF n 
within this half hour; and whom we left with Count Pier WW I 
poiot, admiring his magnificent preſents from the different 
priaces of the Eaſt, at whoſe courts he has been occaſional 
ly envoy. - 

Crev. But which of the ladies is intended for Mr, Ta. 
bot? 

Man. Charlotte —ſhe whom you ſo much admired : I 
and, ſhert as the Count's acquaintance with them is, he 9. 0 
pears already ſmitten with her Couſin Harriet—U aluckily n 
for lim fhe happens to be engaged. 

Crev. But, Charlotte ! It is ſhe, then; who is — 
for Mr. Talbot ?—[ think I never ſaw a finer girl. 

Man. She's a divine creature! and though her Adonis is 
fo near 2 relation, I confeſs I wiſh her a better huſband ; 
but 1 don't know how matters may terminate—Hhe's 2 gi 
of great ſpirit— has a very fire independency ; and (uch i 
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ber diſpolition, that I'm confident” there is no temptation in 


wealth could induce her to marry any man whom ſhe did not 
like, . | 


Enter Harriet. 


Har. Ha, ba, ha! I beg your pardon, Mr. Mandeville, 
for laughing ſo much at the expence of your Couſin Talbot; 
but his manner, perſon and converſation, are all ſ@ truly o- 
rigioal, that grayity itſelf muſt be provok'd to laughter ia 


his company. ; 
Man. It's very true, Harriet; he is a moſt extraordi- 


nary being, I muſt confeſs. 


Har. He introduc'd himſelf to Charlotte this moment ; 
and ſuch a figure does he cut! He can neither walk, fit nor 
ſtand fill, wirh gazing at his perſoa—Charlote and he ate 
together; ſhe ſeems delighted with him, | 

Crevs Then Ma'am, ſhe likes him? 

Har. She likes to laugh at him, Sir Do, Maudeville, 
come, and take a look at bim. 


Man. Will you go, Captain Crevelt? 
Crev. I'll juſt ſpeak to Joho ſon, Sir, and follow you. 


(Exeunt Man. and Har.) —I never ſaw that woman in my | 


life before, who in a moment has had ſuch a power over 
me — She will not marry him, they ſay, —but what then? 
Does it follow, of courſe, that ſhe mult like me ? | 


Enter Johnſon. 


Johnſ. I underſtand your Honor wiſh'd to ſee me. 

Crev. Yes, Johnſou; as you came to Le adon before me, 
I wiſh'd to alk you, if you knew any thiog of the family 
of this young lady your maſter. intends his ſon ſhall 
marry ? | x 

Jobnſ. Why, Sir, I underſtand ſhe is the daughter of a 
Sir Oliver Oldſtock; an old acquaintance of the Colonel's 
Ther father, I hear, meant ſhe ſhou'd marry Mr. 
Mandeville, ſuppoſing he wou'd be my maſſer's heir; but 
when a ſon made his appearance, like all other worldly men, 
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Sir Oliver chang'd his note; and the poor young lady js ts 
- a ſacrifice to this—I wiſh he wasn't my maſtery 
on. | | | | 
Crev. But the won't, Johnſon, be made a ſacrifice, 
Johnſ. 1 hope not, Sir ;—but, lord! what won't money 
do? Don't we ſee money every day couple age and defor. 
mity to youth and beauty ; a goung creature, like ao angel, 
1 link'd to an old ſkeleton of dry-bones—as if the dzmon of 
(|| a varice and fin had acquir'd ſuch aſcendancy in the world, 
1 as to bring about an union betwixt death and immortality ! 
WW | Crev. Why; Johnſon, you ſpeak with great feeling and 
| ſpirit on the ſubject. | ee 
64 John. Ah, Captain Crevelt! what a charming coup| 
you two wou'd make—1, who have ſeen your Honor in the 
. field, wou'd expect a Granby or a Marlborough from fuch 
bt. a matriage. EOS 
Crev. (Mufing.) JI promiſed to follow them; but the 
leſs | ſee her, the better for my peace; it's only feeding 4 
paſſion I ſhou'd baniſh from my heart for ever, — Johnſos, 
take no notice that I have aſk'd you any queſtions concerning 
Miſs Olditock : ſhou'd I be inquir'd for, I em gone to the 
Jibrary.—Books, or my own thoughts, are the only ſociety 
I am fit for, 4 [Exig Cres 
Jobn/. Well, as long as I live, I never wil! think there 
is any thing in great bloed again. Here is a ſon of one of 
the beſt familics ia the kingdom, with neither perſon nor 
mind ſuperior to one of his father's domeſtios—and if we 
turn our eyes to the other fide, we behold the offspring of 
an old ſoldier, with the foul of a prince, aud the head of 3 
prime miniſter. | 
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Enter Nancy, running. 
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Nan. Mr. Johnſon, Mr. Johnſon, here's a letter for 
you, brought by the penny poſt; (Gives it.) and (ſhort 
2 time as you have been in London I'm ſure it's a lore 
letter. 

Fobn/. aye ; pray, Nancy, how have you made that dil 
covery ? Is it by the elegant penmanſluip of its pothook-and 
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hanger ſoperſcription, or by the God of Love's own broad 
al (tamp'd upou it by a wafer and thimble ? | 
Nan. Ecod, Mr. Johnſon, you're a knowing hand; I'll 
ngag* you bave hook'd in many a poor girl in your time. 


| 
6 7ohn/. But I haven't paid the poſtage. . 
ngel, Nan That's always paid beforehand into the office with 
2n of the letter. ; 

orld, 7obn/; But you know, Nancy, letters are convey'd now 


pon a new eſtabliſnment, and for fear of miſtakes, Vil ev'n 
pay double poſtage. [Kiſſes her. 
Nan. It's mighty well! I ſuppoſe when you find this is 
a miſtake, you'll be for having the overcharge back again. 
: # + LExit Nancy. 
Johnſ. Now for my letter. — Sdeath! it's from my ſweet 
little Mis. Wilkins! (Reads.) „ Mrs, Wilkins's compli- 
« ments to Mr, Johnſon ; will be glad of his company this 
i evening to tea, as ſhe wiſhes to treat with him about thoſe 
little matters he brought with him from India: if the 
© two ſets of China be as handſome as he ſaid they were, 
*« ſhe will take them both off his hands; ſhe'll take, be- 
i ſides, ſome chintz and muſlins for gowns, and half a do- 
* zen ſhawls ; he need not ſend her any mandarins ; ſhe 
has more old figures than is worth houſe room. 
„% P.S. Mr. Wilkins is very ſorry be can't be at home 
the whole evening, very particular buſineſs calling him to 
Hogſden.“ a 
I was afraid I ſhou'd have had no poſtſcript; but all's 
right, I find. — Yes, my ſweet Mrs. Wilkins, I will go and 
talk to vou about thoſe trifles I brought with me from In- 
lea: but you ſhall have no mandarins—indeed, I thought 
Jou had one too many of theſe old figures. LZ xt, 


for Enter Caleb, followed by Charlotte. 
hort 
ove Ca. Well, Miſs ; how do you like me ? Don't you thick 


[ look like a eaptaio ? 

Char. Like a Captain! It wou'd be doing you injuſtice 
to compare you to any one officer under His Majeſty: L 
im really at a loſs for a compariſon to match you with— 
K 2 
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Come, turn about, and let me ſee your ſhapes—Mergj 
what a long ſword they have tied you to! 
Ca. That was all my own thought: I haven't learnt u 
fence yet; and as I am told a gentleman is nobody till u 
has fought about a ſcore duels, I was determined the fir 
time I fought not to be overreach'd by any body. 
Char. A very prudent reſolution 1 muſt confeſs ! val 
is by no means incompatible with diſcretion : but pray, $i 
are you ſo very quarrelſome, that you expect to have i 
thoſe duels upon your hands? 
Ca. Me quarrelſome !—Bleſs your heart, I'm as qui 
as a lamb. . 
Char. Then why do you expect to fight ſo much? 
Ca. Becauſe it's the faſhion; and you know a man hi 
better be out of the world than out of the faſhion. 
Char. Then I think you ate taking an excellent methd 
to have your choice. 
Ca. Yes; fighting's quite a gentleman-like amuſement; 
beſides, it will be put in the oews-papers 5 and I ſhall red 
my own name in print, along with the debates of 
and Commons; and that's the cauſe, I ſuppoſe, of i 
. duels, of 
Char. I believe duels have been fought more than or 
and, oh, fatal deluſion ! perhaps a valuable life loſt for 
cauſe altogether as frivolous ! 
Ca. But now I am dreſs'd, do you ſee me, I wiſh! 
ſhew myſelf to ſome of my old acquaintances ; thereſo 
ſuppoſe you and I go this evening to Bagnigge Wells, 
drink tea—the hot rells are ſo nice there, you can't think 
Char. Some other time; I can't peſhbly go this event 
Ca. May hap you think I won't pay for the tea, bu 
will; and moreover than that, ['ll treat you to the 
plav afterwards. | 
Char. You muſt, indeed, excuſe me, Sir — (Aid. 
- wiſh II cou'd get rid ef him.— This moment poor Ciel 
paſs'd me with a dejected air—l follow d him with a i 
glance, till | trac'd him into the library.—1 wi(h I kr 
what was the matter with him; I never ſaw a man 0 
life I pity ſo much, 


HE WOULD BE A SOLDIER. 37 
Ca. (Looking at himſelf.) How they ſtare at our hop, 


to ſce me in this dreſs ! 
Char. This fellow takes no notice of me; his regimen- 
tals have actually rivall'd me | | 

C. (With great delight.) Dreſs I ſee is every thing; 
ſuch a ſuit of regimentals wou'd make any man a great of- 
ficer—How this world goes! fine fellows are made by tay- 
lors, and taylors undone by fine fellows: a 

Char. My Narciſſus is ſo engag'd with his perſon, it 
wou'd be fooliſh to loſe this opportunity of getting rid of 
him: I'll drop careleſsly into the library I never ſaw fo 
ſudden an alteration in a man's looks as in poor Crevelt's. I 
hope he's not in love — Poor Charlotte, if the object be not 
in England! [Exit Char. 
Ca. (To himſelf.) To be ſure, Caleb, you haven't a pair 
of legs ?—It is not every captain who can beat a march with 
ſuch a pair of drumſticks—{ wonder how my legs would 
look in a pair of new boots I never rode of a Sunday, but 
in a pair of my father's old ones —Moſt ſmart captains, I 
obſerve, foot as well as horſe, mount the ſtreets in boots. 
— 80, you won't go to Bagnigge Wells? (Looking up.) 
Eh / why ſhe's gone !—Ecod l'm glad of it !—and now 
the coalt is clear, I'll have a ramble, — What ſignifies my 
being dreſs'd, if nobody ſees me ?—1'll call over to Jacob 
Wilkins's, and take a glaſs with him — Who knows, bur 
one of theſe days, when | returqg from abroad a great war- 
rior, but old Jacob may take down his ſign, and hang me 
up over his door, 


Enter Lady O'dflock and Count Pierpoiat. 


La. O. Really, my Lord, I tremble for the conſequen- 
ecs of this interview; if Sir Oliver ſhou'd meet us, and 
happen to be in one ot his jealous moods, it is in vain to tell 
him of the innocency of our converſation ; he will interpret 
my very looks, and draw the [trange(t inferences from evea 


the tone of voice with which 1 utter the moſt good - natur d 
lentence. 


Count, Il eſt bien extraordinaire; it appears to me very 
ſtrange, Madam, dat people of faſhion ca Aogleterre can 


\ 


3} HE WOULD BE A SOLDIER. 
be ſo bourgois. Mon Dieu! en France, quand un homme 
eſt marie, ven ve marry, by Gar, our friends cannot nous 
oblige more dan by take care of our vives. 

La. O, Oh, my Lord! you're a refin'd people; we 
are, at leaſt; half a century behind you in oy = Civiliza- 
tion. 


Count. But on my vord, you improve every tay; ; peo. 


ple de faſhion in both countries, vil be ver ſoon les memes; 


a voila le difference—at preſent, ſee the difference between 
France and England Un Anglois eſt trop bruſque, too 
rough; un Francois, peutetre trep poli ; but dat be fault fur 
cote droit, on de right ſide — ſuppoſe nous avons—{uppoſe 
ve have von traite de commerce, pour un exchange des 
maniers; Jack Bull is von guinea too heavy; & un French. 
man, entre nous, peutetre un louis d'or too light; — ow to 
make a de balance even, ſcrape de Englis, or vat you all 
ſweat a de Engliſh guinea, and augmentez le Louis d'Or, 
and you give de poliſh to de one, and de proper weight to 
the other. 

La. O. I bluſh, my Lord, to think my education wat 
ſo cruelly neglefted, that I cannot hold a converſation with 
you in your own language. People of condition ſhou' d al- 
ways ſpeak French. 

Count. Mais je ſpere — me hope you underſtand ? 


La. O. Oh, perfectly. my Lord; you ſpeak the lan- 
guage of the Graces; and that, our ſex underſtand in ere · 


ry country. 
Count. Si j entends; vous, ma belle ange ! If I vader · 
ſtand, it is you have give me the inſtructions. 
La. O. How well he makes himſelf underſtood ! I nere: 
heard ſuch ſweet broken Engliſh in my life before 
Count. Mais, Madam ! may I beg leave to ſolicit - 
[Taking her by the hand, 


La. O. My Lord! Dear Count! 
[Seemingly conſuſed 


Gount. Madam, may I ſolicit votre pitis, pour ud 
paſſion qui brule mon ame—my paſſion burn a my heart. 
La. O. Oh heavens / what a diſcovery is here? Ho 


fatal to the bappineſs of I hope my Lord, you will ex- 


ec 
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ert your philoſophy on this occaſion, and conſider the inſure = 


me By mountable obltacle. fa 
Ong Count. Obſtacle, Madam! quelle obſtacle to a man of 

my rank and fortune? | 
we La, 0 Oh, fie, fie, my Lord! can a man of your de- 
Za; N 


licacy talk io this ſtrain? 
count. Ah, fi vous pouviez lire — if you cou d read a my 


heart— 
La. O. Go, unhappy youth! and endeavour to extinguiſh 


'een WW, froitleſs flame, that, if it continue to burn, muſt only 
— prove a ſontce of diſquietede to us both : go, too-pleaſiog: 
ſur 


ſeducer ! and like the faithful, but honourable Werter, leare 


pole your ill- ftar'd, ſympathyzing Charlotte to her tears | 
des | L Hecting to weep, 
ach- Connt My Charlotte ! No, it is my Harriet. or 
j to La. 9. Harriet !—What Harriet ? 

call Count Your niece, Madam; that petite ange — 

Or, L. 9. My viece ! Was my niece the object of all this 


zdoration ? _ 

Count. Is there one elſe living deſerve ſo much ? 

La. O. Les, a hundred, if you had eyes to ſee. . 

Cunt, Eh bien ! Madam, what you ſay to my propoſal ? 

La. O. My niece is engag d; or, if ſhe wasn't, you 
hou'd not have her. 

Count Mais, le Chevalier Oldſtock dit le contraire,— 
vir Oliver ſay quite different. | 

La, O. Sir Oliver's an old fool, and I ſuppoſe didn't un- 
lerſtand you, for. you ſpeak terrible Engliſh. [Exit. 

Count, I ſpeak terrible Englis Moa Dieu !—il eſt bien 
trange !—juſt now I ſpeak ver ſweet broke Englis. 


Enter Sir Oliver. - 


and, Sir. 0, Well, Count, what ſays my wife ? 
Count. She does refuſe — ſhe vil not conſent. 
uſed dir. O I'm glad of it. 


r 08 Count. Diable! pourquois you glad of it? 

t. Sir O. Becauſe now I ſhall bave an opportunity of ſhew- 

* "8 My authority, and letting her know, you ſhall have my 
en- 


dece in ſpite of her. — She's my own brother's daughter; 


* 
14 
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he left her an orphan in my care, and I'll diſpoſe of her u 
I like; I aſk'd Lady, Oldſtock's approbation, only for the £ 
pleaſure of being refus'd it—I love con tradiction 

Count. Mon cher Chevalie ! you tranſport me. 

Sir O. Yes, Count; contradiction's my hobby horſe ; ] 
mount him every hour of the day ; and the more he kick 
and fl.ngs, the greater delight I take in riding lim;—1 knoy 
you think me « whimſical old fellow; but you are new to 
our clime and our manners—we delight in thinking for our. 
ſelves — oppoſition is the very ſoul of an Eogliſhman—hy, 
likes it in himſelf, and in others alſo ; peace and proſperiy 
with good eating and drinking, would throw him into a l 
thargy, if imagination didn't ſupply that ſpur to goad bin 
on conſtantly to action. 

Count. Now, mon chere 8 me ville ſettle— | 

Sir O. Odo ! that's right—mind, the foundation ſlow 
of our agreement is, that you ſettle in Eoglaad—a niece i 
mine ſhall nc ver breed ſubjeRs to fight againſt her king and 
country / 

Count, Monſieur, you have my vord of honour ; ad 
pow I vill go viſit wy preny Miſs, vat you call Harriet: 
mais, Monficur ! reft aſſure me vil die, and live in Eng: 
land. [E xit Count 

Sir O. Well ſaid, Monſieur ! cart before the borſe.- 
But now I am alone, let me ſee how my accounts ſtand: 
I have ſecured the French nabob for my niece; nov 
wou d be a maſter ſtroke if I coy'd obtain the Engliſh one 
for m daughter, and thus center. the two nabobs in re 


own family: This fon of the Colonel's is a downright Mm Kr 


rage: Charlotte never cou'd like him; or if ſhe cou'd i ar 
tereſt tells me I ſhou'd not; therefore her liking's out of , be 


- queſtion: there's to be a diviſion of the Colonel's properth th 


between the fon and Mandeville : 1 want the whole, if pe- as 
ble. The Colonel's not faft;, and in my mind he's a be w 
ter locking man than either his ſon or his nephew. Chit 
lott's having ten thouſand pounds independent of me, male to 
her very ob{tinate ; debates will run bigh, I fear; as. 10 
deed, they very * do in my family, where, tho' In ye 
conſtantly left id a minority, 1 never loſe a queſtioo i 
true, I bave open mouths upon me frem all ſides, till, l 
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greater men, I'm fairly badger'd : but it's only waiting till 
the ſtrangers are all out, and I tell the houſe as I pleaſe af- 


terwards,—Zounds | here comes Mandeville: I wiſh 1 
cou d get decently out of his way. | 


Enter Mandeville. 


Man. I have been in ſearch of you, Sir Oliver. 

Sir C. I wiſh I had known that; I'd have fav'd you a 
good deal of trouble,— Well, my good Sir, had you any 
thing particular to ſay. to me? 

Man. Is your conduct towards me conſiſtent with 


— 


honour ? | 
Sir O. I don't underſtand you, 


Man. How convenient it is to afſume ignorance of a 
ſubject on which it is painful to hear the truth, even to the 
man incapable of reſpecting it! Honour, tho' ſhut out from 
the heart, will ſtil] knock at its gates, and tell the guilty, 
there is a regiſter kept in the avenging court of remorſe for 
every act of injuſtice, | 

Sir 0. Upon my word, Mr. Mandeville, you ſpeak to 
me in a very ſtrange ſtile ; this is not a manner in whichL 
am accuſtom'd to be addreſs'd. You bounce in all of a ſud - 
cunt WF den, tranſported with rage, for what cauſe is beſt known to 
ſe.oorſelf, and with a knock-me-down countenance, treat me 
and :W as if my age and my rank had no kind of reſpet due to 
ov (8 them. 

1 one Man. Sir, no man honours age more than I; or more 
a readily yields rank every reſpe& it can claim, when that 
t ls rank does not forfeit its title to eſteem, by meanly ſinking 
di and degrading itſelf :—but, when men in ſuperior ſtations 
f the behave as if their ations were above all cænſure and control, 
eli they muſt be told that they are deceiving themſelves, as well 
paß A as the world, and that no man is ſuffer'd to injure another 
ber with impunity. 

Chat Sir O. Well, Sir, in what particular have I injur'd you, 
nee to provoke the thunder of this terrible Phillipic ? 

Man. Can you ſeriouſly alk me that queſtion, when 
ö you ſanction the addreſſes of Count Pierpoint to your niece? 
2 Sir J. Well, and what then? 


ſile F 
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Min. Have you forgot your prior engagement to me? 

Sir O. Mr. Mandeville, the poet lays, that “ Every 
day's a ſatire on the laſt ; as circumſtances vary, or eveni 
fall out, we are compelled by neceſlity to change our mind.. 
As to my niece, whom I conſider in the light of a danghter, 
I think ir my duty, in providing her with a huſband, to male 
the belt bargain I can for her. 

„Man. Sir, bave you no regard to what the world will 
| ay on this occaſion ? The world, Sir; thaw harſh, blind, 
misjudging multitude; whoſe anoder, if it foil the ermin: 
Purity of virtue, what will it ſay, when it has juſtice upo 
its ſide ? 

Sir O. Nothing that 1 i. A man, when you 
have lived as many years with the world as I have, you! 
learn to make your happineſs independent of its opinivn— 
Don't yon ſee knaves and fools every day rife into conſe. 
quence, and all from the opinion of the world the opinion 
of the world, Sir! It's a mouthful of moonſhine ! 

Man. I believe with you that the world is too indolent 
too much occupied with its pleaſures, or its miſerics, to 
take up the buſineſs of a cenſor—!l fear it never examine: 
thoroughly, any man's pretenſions to its tavour: the more 
he aſks, the more he generally obtains from the world; hence, 
tally, confidence and viee, revel in the arms of luxury 
whilit merit, proud, and retiring from the conſcious dignity 
of genius and virtue, is ſuffer d to perith for want of bread: 
— But, Sir 

Sir O. But me no more this debate, Mr. Mandeville 
the queſtion is put, and I am going.— Partial as I am to 
polemical mode of diſcourſe, 1 find that there may be fome- 
times even too mech contradiction. | 

Man, What ſhall I do with this deceitful, uaſeelicg 
man? But can I heſitate whilſt I have a particle of ſpin 
left? I'll go this momeat, ſtate the matter to Count Pier- 
point, and he ſhall refign, or fight for his miſtreſs : 


Enter Harriet. 


Har. Dear Mandeville, what is the matter ?—My unc“ 


cle 
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has juſt parted from you ſeemingly much our of temper, and 
the wildneſs ard diſorder of your looks, terrify me? 

Man. My heart is torn to pieces, Harrier—lndignation 
at the ungenerous treatment I have met with from your 
uncle, added to my fears of loſing you, diſtract me. 

Har, But c'n you doubt your Harriet? There is no 
power upoo earth ſhall force me to be another's ; do then, 
dear Mandeville! ſtrive to calm this tumult in your mind 
Betrayed by the violence of your paſſion, you talk'd of go- 
ing in ſearch of Count Pierpoint let me beſeech you not. 

Man. You were deceived, Harriet, in what you heard 
me ſay do not prevent my going—l1 kave buſineſs of a moſt 
particular nature calls me, | 

Har. | know perfectly the buſineſs that calls you but 
let me conjure you, by all that regard you ever projeſs d for 
me, not to think of it You fay your fears of Johbrig me, 
diſtract you—judge then of the late of my heart, by your 
own—Has Harriet no fears for ber Mandeville, at a mo- 
ment ſhe ſees him eat up with an uogovernable rage — about, 
perhaps, to hurry himſelf, or a fellow creature into etcr- 
vity ? | 

Man. Your apprebenfions, Harriet, re groundleſs— 
from what I learn of the Count's character, I believe him 
to be a man of too nice honour ; too equi able. roo gener- 
ous, to reduce me to the neceſſity of proceeding to extre- 
mities ; | only with to explain matters to him. 

Har | can recommend a much better courſe to you, and 
one much more likely to ſucceed-— G to your uncle, that 
good that noble-hearted man—tell him 1 our ftorvy—if any 
body has weight with Sir Oliver, it is Coione] Talbot. 

Mau. Nobody has weight with him, when avarice claims 
his ear, | 

Har, You are miſtaken; he is not ſo great a flave to a- 
varic? as you ſuppoſe him 

| Man. He is your uacle, Harriet and T cannot ſpeak of 
him with harthneſs, 
g Hur. | know by your eyes, you are not fo angry as you 
'ere, 
Man 1 will be guided by you in every thing— There is 
1 
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a faſcinatiog power, "Heng in your looks and accent, 
when you wou d perſuade, that cannot be reliſted ; a mel. 
ing ſoftneſs clings about my heart as I liſten and behold 
you; there is ſure a divinity in angel- beauty! You cauſed 
che l in my ſoul, and haye calm'd it. [E xeunt. 


End of the Third A. 
nee. 


SCENE, An Apartment at Manleville's. 
Caleb and. Johnſon diſccvered over a Bottle. 
Caleb. 


Chas! my boy ſince you won't go to Jacob Wilkins 


with me, we?il tope a little here Fil your glaſs higher 
higher yet ; UI] have no ky lights— Ibis is a bumper toaſt, 

Johnſ. Well whatis it? 

Ca. Our noble ſslves. [ Drinks, 

Johnſ. | find chat you think. a ſentiment, like charity, 
ſhould begin at hume, © 

Ca. | do 10 be ſure. | 

Jabnſ. We ſhould have begun with the king and conlti- 
—_ 

Ca. Then here it goes—ard, though it's the ſecond toal 

now, it ſhal! be the firſt next bottle. 


Juobnſ. Next bottle! But, Mr. Talbot, I have a parti- | 
* — Engagement upon my hands this eveniog—lI hope you'l 


excuſe my leaviag you. 
Ca. You ſhan't ſlir a foot (Puſbes him to his ohair, 


Tour wine's fo good—1 wonder how any body can quit 
ſuch liquor. 


Job uſ. But ſuppoſe there's a lady in the caſe—you won 
preſs me to ſlay ſurely, aſter I tell you that ? 

Ca. Damn it! Take me with you ! 

John. Impoſſible ! 

Ca Then fit. down and drink with me, for I won't pat, 
with you, | 


cents, 
melt 
dehold 
auſed 
eunt, 


par 
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Johnſ. What the devit ſhall. 1 do (Looking on his 
watch) It wants but a quarter to lx, and Mrs. Wilkins 
will be waitivg tea for me. (Aide. 

Ca. Come, to the charge ag2in, and a brimmer it ſhall be. 

John/. (Aſide.) I thall get fuddled too; I have often in 
a frolic aſſumed drunkenneſs ; ſuppoſe | pradiſe that ſtrata- 
gem now to get away from him? (Hiccups, &c. 

Ca. Why, now 1 look at you, I think you are getting 4 
little forward. 

Jehnſ. But I am not quite ſo bad as you think; do let 
me go, Mr. 'I albor. 

Ca. Do you think I have no more regard for you? I tell 
you, you mult go to bed——now do go to bed. 

Fhnſ. How the devil ſha!l 1 get away from him? 
Zounds, Sir 1 am not druck. [| «ppearing to be ſober. 

Ca. Poor How! T am ſorry to {cs you fo far gone; 
but I'll take care of you for this night, No, uo; no go- 
ing out this night. In pediig bim. 

John /. S'death and fire! Will this conviace yon that 1 
am ſober, [/t alking firmly up the flage. 

Ca. Take another turn and I'll tell * 

Fohnſ. But will you let me go then ? 

Ca. After we have had another bottle. 

Johnſ. Zounds another bottle Well, I'll go down to 
the cellar for it. [Croffes. 

Ca. Mind you don't ſtay. 

Johnſ. No, no; I hav” t ſtay—{ « fide. ) ** in this 
houſe, now l have got out of your clutches, young gentle- 
man. | [Exre. 

Ca. This is a deviliſh honeſt bottle—there is half a pint 
in it yet— Well, my friend is gone, ſo here goes his health 
Drinks.) Poor feilow I never ſaw a man fo ſoon drunk 
and ſober— Damn. it, how he ſtays !—I long for a glaſs of 
wine; tho” he's not here, eco, 1']] fill my glaſs— 4 good 
bottle of wine is excellent company. LO, in,. 


Enter Mandeville. 


Man. What, Sir, drikiog by yourſelf? 
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Ca. I'm fare that's yot my fault—TI ſhall be very glad if 
you'll fit down and keep me company: I expect Johnſo 
every minute with the other bottle. | 

Man. | ſuppoſe, Sir, Johnſon has been your companion 

Ce. Les; and a choice companion he is; only apt to 
get muzz'd too ſoon.— Come, come, let me fill you a gl:f, 

Man. I'll drink none, Sir,; nor ſhall you drink aq 
more; your father deſires to ſee you inſtanily. 

Ca. You'll let me fiaiſh the bottle? 

Man. You muſt drink no more! He puts me beyond al 
patience | | [ Afude, 

Ca. Eeod, then I'll take it with me. [Takes it up, 
Man, Set it down, Sir, [Lays hold on him vikadl 
Caleb in a fright, drops and breaks the Bottle. 

Ca. There, (Looking at it,) I have ſet it down, and 
| am ready to go with you; we muſt be good friends agaiy 
now we have crack d a bettle together, [E xeunt, 
: SCENE, A4 Library, 

Crevelt, ſeated, with a Book 
Crevelt. (Throws the Rook down.) 


It is to no purpoſe—l cannot read This adorable girl hu 
taken ſuch entire poſſeſſon of my mind, it has'nt room for 
any other object; when Mr. Mandeville told me ſhe was 
going to. be married, and to whom, my heart died within 
me, for then I knew all hope was loſt; but grant there was 

no diſhonour, no ingratitude in harbouring a paſſion for ! 
woman intended for the ſon of my benefactor; how ſhould 
a low-born, abje& thing, like me, aſpire to one ſo much 4. 
bove him? Wou'd not my birth be an inſurmountable bet 
ro my hopes? She comes this way -I would avoid her, but 
have not the power. . | 


Enter Charlotte (with a Volume of Shakeſpeare in M1 
hend. 
Char. (Reading). 
—— ke nevcr told her love; 
* But let concealment, like a worm i'th'bud, 
* Feed on her damaſk check: ſhe pin d in though!, 


glad if 
zhaſon 


nion! 


apt {0 
glaſs, 
K any 


ond all 
 Afedr, 
it up, 
lenth, 
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« And with a green and yellow melancholy, 

« She ſat like Patience on a monument, 

© Smiling at Griet '—— 
Bleſs me! Captain Crevelt ( farting.) I did'tit ſ:e you— 
| was quite abſorbed in poor Vidla's melancholy relation 
of undivulged love; this little picture is fo highly finiſhed, 
ſs delicately coloured with touches of the true pathetic. 
that L never read it witheut being wonderfully affected 
Don't you think it one of the fineſt paſſages in all Shakeſ- 
eare ? | 
n Crev. I fo much admire it, Madam, that I would give 
the world this moment for the pencil of its immortal writer, 
to-paint one of our ſex in the ſame ſtate of uncomplaining 
deſpondency. 2 

Char. I proteſt you ſpoke thoſe laſt words with fo ſerts 
ous an air, that I'm half inclined to think you're in love 
yourſelf? if that be the caſe, come, make me your confi- 
dante ; I'll be as ſecret and as ſilent as Shakeſpear's own 
marble Grief and Patience: I have the muſic of the Aven 
[wan this moment at my heart, and cou'd hear a lover whif- 
per his tale under a tree in which the nightiogale ſung, and 
the moon tipt its boughs with ſilver. 

Crev. You ſpeak, Madam, like ene well vers'd in the 
paſhon. | | 

Char. And is that flrange, Sir, wben I come with 
Sbakeſpeare in my band; a maſter who teaches the whole 
hiſtory of the paſſions? His keen and ardent eye in a fine 
frenzy rolling, pierced into the ſecret chambers of the heart 
where the paſſions (lumber ; and woke them, as he ſwept 
his lyre divine to all their changeful moods of pain and joy, 
ill kindled up to madneſs, or to ecltaſy-; but, when he 
touches upon love, though the flaſh be momentary, it re- 
ſembles lightning, ſuddenly rifting ihe ſurface of the earths 
and diſcloſiag the radiant portal of a diamond quarry, * 

Crev, Were I to wiſh io another laurel gn the grave of 
Shakeſpeare, it ſnould be planted by the hand of ſo charm- 
ing a commentator, 
Char. Sir, there is a laurel already planted on his grave 
by one of our ſex; which will flourith till the ſpirit of bis 
of bis genius, and his writings ate no more remtmbered— 
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dut to the point—I have pronounc'd you in love; now 1 
me know who your miſtreſs is? 
Cred. Madam, I dare not. e 
char. Dare not! Is that a ſoldier's phraſe ? Couragy 
man ; there is nothing impoſſible ro ſpirit and perſeverance; 
beſides, the more difficulties lay in the road to your miſtreß 
the better ſhe'll like you for ſurmounting them. 
Crev. But ſuppoſe there was a difficulty not to be ſur. 
mounted ONS 
Char. If your miſtreſs does not diſlike yon, I know df 
no other difficulty which is-not to be furmounted, 
- Crev. But even preſuming that were the caſe, which] 
have by no means reaſon to imagine, I cannot think of he 
without condemning myſelf. 
Char. ls the ſo much beneath you? 
. Crev. She's above my praiſe, and above my hopes. 
* Char. If the deſerves all this adoration, ſhe never wil 
think herſelf above a man of merit. 
 Crev. Then, Madam, you don't thiok marrying fot 
lore entirely ont of faſhion ? | 
Char. I never would marry for any thing elſe. 
- Crev. (fide) hen I'm undove;. the loves the mat 
for whom ſhe is intended; and the aſſurance of that I hat 
now received from her own lips, was meant as a reproict 
to a paſſion ſhe bas diſcovered, in ſpite of all my efforts u 
conceal it. 
Char. (Seeing his diſorder) What's the matter, Sir? 
Crev. I fear, Madam, I only interrupt your ſtudies, 
\ | [ Gong, 
Char, How can you talk ſo ! I don't know any one whols 
converſation, on ſo ſhort an acquaintance, is ſo agreeable i8 
me; this laſt has been particularly intereſting. » 
Grev. It is plain from the tarcaſm of that reply, that e þ 
vnderſtands me but | am juſtly puniſhed for my apoſtac 0 y 
honour, in dating to think of her. SE. I: 
Char. He appears confuſed and embarraſſed all of a ſod» I f. 
den; I fear my vanity has betrayed me too far, and that! i ,, 
have been miſtakery in the objed of his affetions. [ Apt: 
- Crev. I bave not power to ſpeak to her. LH 
Cher. No, no; I'm. not the object. 2 
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— a Servant. 


Ferv. Sir, the Colonel wiſhes to ſee yon immediately. 

Crev. What a releaſe from torture ! (Aſide.) 1 thall 
waſt on him. (Ext Servant.) Madam your moſt obedi- 
ent. [Ex#. 


Manet hit 


Char. So I have as good as told a man I like him, H 
it is plain, is in love with another woman : aohappy Char- 
lotte ! 


Enter. Sir Oliver { as he comes on.) 


r vil Sir g. Charlotte! | 
Char. Sir. ? 
ng fo Sir O. Sir! How melancholy a ' monoſ; Hindi comes 
from a woman's mouth; it ſounds as diſmal as a fingle bell 
after a full peal. Bur, Charlotte, what's the matter ? I 
never ſaw you ſo thoughtful before: I hope it is not your in- 
tended marriage that makes you uneaſy. 
Char. It never gave me an uneaſy moment. I had made 
up my mind on the ſubject. | 
Sir O. Well, well; let the matter reſt then : however 
| I muſt confeſs I ſhould like to ſee my girl well marricd and 
dies, ſettled before I left the world. 
005 Char. I don't think I ſhall ever ns. 
| Sir O. Never kt & 
able u ar. No. | | 
Sir O. Confound thoſe monsſy ables ! Charlotte, lev 
hare no more of them; the laconic ſtyle does not become 
acy u you : I worider from whom you take it; for my part I'm 
H, fond of the figure of amplification in diſcourſe ; and I'm 
"WI fire yoor mother deals in an eloquence, copious at fimes, e 
ven to redundancy. 
Sl. char. Sir, 1 bave hot ſpirit for convetfativu. 
. = I * 1 


* 
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Sir 0, T am ſurpriſed at that, when you have eren 
thing your own way: you won't marry this body, nor yo 
won't mirry t'other; and I, like an eaſy, indulgent oli 
ſoul, humour you in won thing, fond as, I am of conn, 
diftion. | 

Char. Hav'nt you all's one as held me up to ſale tothe 


bigheſt bidder ?—I was firſt intended for Mr. Mandevill, 
next deſtined to Colonel Talbot's new-found heir. 


Sir O His new-found bear you ſhou'd ſay ; but Char. 
lotte, Charlotte, how uncandid you are! when 1 propoſed 


the laſt match I had not ſeen the man. 


Char. Sir, you change your miud ſo often, and band ne 
about in ſo extraordinary a manner, that I ſhall become: 


topic for public redicule. 


Sir O. Well, and if I do change my mind often, int 


it for your good? As one project (tarts up in my mind bet 


ter than another, in order to take advantage of that, Ia 
naturally contradict myſelf. The Spaniſh proverb ſays, 
wiſe man often changes. his mind, a feol never. 

Char. According to that proverb you ſhould be a ſecond 
Solomon: who you intend for me next I cannot poſkbly 


gueſs; but as I never will marry without your conſent, | 


truſt it will not be deemed undutiful, if I always retain! 
negative to myſelf, in a matter which ſs nearly concerns ny 
happineſs as the choice of a,buſband. [Extt, 

Sir O. | fear, like all great projectors and politicians, 


| refine too much; | ſpin the wires that compoſe my neu fe 


fine, that though they anſwer the purpoſe of deceiving th 
eye, when their ſtrength is tried, a touch breaks them.— 
What's to be done? the actually ſets my authority at defi 
ance ; but this comes of rich uncles leaving fat legacies u 


their nieces ; it converts à father into a Cypher. 


Enter Lady Oldſtock and Harriet. 


Lady O. Sir Oliver, Sir Oliver, the whole ak is con- 
demniog you. 

Sir O. So much the better; a quarter of the world v. 
ver was right, but the whole is always wrong; you date 


( 
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brought me this good news, I ſuppoſe, knowing I was oub 
ſpirits. 

— To contract for me, without my knowledge, and 

with an utter itranger too! as if I had not the common pri- 

vilege of a thinking rational ereature? | 
Sir O. Ecod, I think you have too much of that privi- 

lege : why, you ungrateful minx, do you fly in my face 

for endeayouring to get a count for you. 

Lady O. A count! A ſtrange kind of Count—the fellow: 

bar. made love to me. 

oled Sir 0. Then indeed muſt he be a ſtrange kind of count. 

Lady O. I ſhall ſue tor a ſeparate maiotedance. 
Har. And | ſhall ſue for the little property my father 
ne: left in his hands. 

Sir C. Damn it, ſince you have begun, come, fire a- 
int way from both ſides, volley after volley; don't ſpare me, 
det. 141 make you raiſe the ſiege at laſt; contradiction's my e- 
mall WF lement, as fire is the Salamander's, I cav't have too much 
„of it; my opinion is impregnable. 

Har. It's in vain to ſpeak to him. 
ond Lady ©. Speak to him, chiid! now he's in all his glory. 
ably Sir O0. Hobbs maintains that the whole world is in a 
t, 1 flate of warfare, and I believe him. [Speaking to himſel/, 
in: Lady O. 1 ſay, Sir Oliver, are you deaf ? 

Sir ©. But it is a wiſe law in nature. 
xit, Har. Dear uncle, will you liſten to me? 
, 5 Sir O. Oppoſition calls forth the latent powers of the 
mind. ” 
hm £409. Was there ever any thing ſo provoking |! 
4 : Sir O. Your greateſt mea have been form'd by difficyl- 
el - ties. | 
3 10 Har. Every moment is big with danger to my happineſs. 
Sir J. Methioks I now reſemble the memurable colum 
of Engliſh infantry at Fontenoy, marching down between 
two forts, with all their batteries playing upon it: whiz, fly 
the mall ſhot from the left; and bang go the great guns 
on- MW from the right; but on we march, firm as a wedge z with- 
our confuſion, wi hout diſorder, without diſmay and quit 
ſhe field of battle with hooour. [Ci 
| G 2 | 
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. Kar. Ny principal fear, is a quarrel between Count li- 
erpoint and Mr. Mandeville. 

La O. You had better ſpeak to his friend, Captaio Cre. 
velt; for my part, I have no influence with the Count. 

Har. Dear aunt, how can you talk thus; So fine a vo- 
man will never loſe ber influence. 

La. O. Pray, Harriet, haye you. ever read that elegan; 


fellow St. Evremond's account of the lovely Ninon ; She 


who retain'd her un and power of faſcination to the age 
of eighty ? | 

Har. I have never read 8. Evremond; Madam. 

La O. Then you bave.read nothing: be Was the intimate 
friend of Fonlaige, Racine, and Coracille; all the, great men 
of his time valued his friead{hip: but what moſt endears bin 
to me, was his eſteem for the locely Ningn—l ſhal ! never 


| forger one of her letiers, in which ſhe meatious her ficſt 


wearing ſpectacles; but, ſaid that charming woman, as | tad 
always 4 grave look, ſpeQac; es become me. 
Har. | declare, avant, | have. always thqught the ſame 
of you, when I have ſeen you with your ſpectecles on. 
La 9. But you're miltakea, Haertiet, if you ſoppole I | 
wear ſpectles from any deceſſuy | have for tbem—1 wear 
tem by way of prevention. | 
Har. As hope to live, here comes the, Count ; bell 
reaze me to death if I fla never ſaw, you. look ſo. well, 
aunt. 


La O. Lon may ga, Harriet, and find; -Capraio Crevelt 
—I once more try my influcace with this Frenchman. 


n Harrict, 
Enter Count Picrpoint, 


La O. Well, Count; 1 hope you have chang'd your 0- 
pipiop. fiance, our laſt conperlation, and that you're become a 


- lirele more. Aogliciſed, 


Count. En bien“ Madam, je ne puis pas comprendre, | 
no underſtand, 

La O. Why, we have chang'd chara@ers ; you can't un- 
derſtand me now, and I coudn's urderitand you before : but, 
Count, Pd adviſe you to conſider you are in England ; and 
tho? it may be the etiquette in Frere to tteat a married la- 


— 
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dy with as much attention as a ſingle, it is in this country of 
jealous circumſpection, very dangerous: it is almoſt ſyffici- 
0 to cauſe a ſeparation, | 
Count. Ah, Madam I have a ſome ity on thoſe whom 
r charms enllave, quand l'amour 1 dans le cœur: ? il 
ait Feſprit comme lui meme; dat is, ven love is in de. 
heart, he make 2 Ae blind as bimſelf, by Gar - 
ic La 0, The French are certainly the moſt agreeable peo - 
30 ple in the world; > is they tranlgrels, they make reparation 
| ai ſo good a grace, that it's delightful to be on good or 
bad terms with them, 
te Count. I made von grand faux pas; but like good gene- 
on nl, me vil profit by my loſs, ( ſide.) Madam Old ſtock 
nis vat you call von grand baſtion, or outwork: I will take a 
r chat firſt, & la petite citadel, Mademoiſelle Harriet, follow 
} Wot courſe, by Gar. 
d La C. Well Count, I forgive you ; but it's on condition 
that you are more cireumſpe2t i ia future. | | 


Enter Sir Oliver at the Back of the Stage. 


ir Sir 0. If I con'd lay my hand on Bura's Juſtice i in the 
brary, that wou'd ſet me right: but I think it's a queſtion 
ll WW for geatlemen of the common law. —Eb ! what's a this. 
| - [Seeing the Count and Lady 0. 
| Caunt. Madam, permertez moi baiſer votre main; . I 
It Nruct kits a yoar von pretty band in ſing of recoacitiation. 
Kiſſing her hand. 
. Sir O. I was thinking of the common law; bat hete 
promiſes to ariſe a queſtion for geatlemen of the civil law, 
La O. Jealouſy, Count, is a tree of Engliſh 2 
Sir O. It may be a tree of Engliſh growth; bu 
„res would never flouriſh, if a taſte for French garden 
a ot lo often make the branches ſprout. 

Count. Mon Dieu ! quelle grand diſproportion in your 
Ie and the Chevalier Oldltock ! | 
3 £49. When a woman marries very young, my Lord, 
- does years difference is nothing in the age of a buſband. 
1 Sir O. A dozen years ! Damme, If there's a dozen 
{ MW oonths between us. 

74 0. That's a moſt beautiful brilliant, Count, on your 


ci 
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finger—l think I never ſaw ſo large a one: the rich cluſty 
of its rays caſt a light aQually celeſtial. | 

Kr ©. If that 

we'd find it was not very celeſtially come by. 

"Count. To reconcile me complete, permettez moi tg 
make you von preſent. 

La @. Dear Count, I cannot thiok of accepting a ring of 
ſoch immenſe value—No, oo, Count, I am not ſuch an in. 
fant as to wiſh to poſſeſs every thing thft I admire. 

Sie ©. No, to be ſure, you an't.— Why, Count, hoy 
is all this ? [Coming fer war. 

I O. On! heaven's ! Sir Oliver ? 

Sir O. Yes, my Lady; does the gregt diſproportion of 
our years frighten you? 


Count. Upon my vord, Monſieur Oldſtock, this is d 


behave with your uſual politeſſe. 

Sir O. Why, what the devil, man! aren't you content 
with one of my chickens, but you muſt have my old hent 
the bargain? _- 

La O. Old hen! 

Sir 0. Yes, ry Lady ; ; when I hag uw Gt you werg 
no puller, 

I J. Now there will be no end to his ſuſpicions. 

Sir 0. Ecod, | think this is putting ſuſpicion out of the 
queſtion. Well, my Lady, what have you to ſay for your- 
telf? You aſk'd me if I wasn't deaf; now are you domb ? 
— Damn it fay ſomething, if it's only to contradict me. 

Court, Monfieur Oldſteck, Je ſuis—1 am your ve!y 
good fricnd. 

Sir 0. You are Count; and, what's more, I find you're 
my vite's friend. 
dir Oliver, conſcious as 1 am of the purity cfmy 
thoughts, | cou'd lock down with contempt on every extts- 
vegance to Vhich your jealous temper hurries you : but 
u ben I conficer how the faireſt repurations are every daf 
injur'd from the ſlighteſt foundations—if it ſhov'd creep ib. 
to the pub ic pricts— 

dir O. ben 1 give you a litle comfort—nobody vil 
Wee it. 

1 9. The cool malignity of his temper is even more 


* 
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provoking than his jealouſy—T can't bear to have been all 
my life reproach'd for nathing. [Exit. 

Count. Monſieur Oldſtock. * 

Sir O. Count Pierpoint, no apologies : I am not at all 
angry with you, nor do I entertain any ſafpicion of my wife 
—Love of admiration is her ruling paſhon; and as long 
as ſhe lives, ſhe'll fancy herſelf an A of chat Admi- 

ration. 

count. Vous ſavez tres bien my paſſion pour Mademo- 
iſelle Harriet. 

Sir 0. I know every thing—I now ſee your view, in all 
this attention to Lady Oldſtock ; you imprudent!ly made her 
your enemy, not knowing her character; but you have very 
wiſely rectiſied your miſtake.—You ſee, Count, I'm a keen 
old fellow; I haven't liv'd for nothing ſo many years in the 
world. 

Count, Mon Dieu! vous etes un Machiavel. 

Sir O. Come along, Count. — But before you go, how 
do you think your friend Colonel Talbot ſtands affected as 
to matrimony ? Do you imagine, if a fine girl was thrown 
in his way, that he'd marry her? 

Couht. Nothing more like, on my vord ; il eft un bom 
me de gallantrie ; ſans dout he has a de ſon, if that be no 
objeQion, 

Sir O. ObjeRian ! be ſhou'd marry for that very reaſon, 
and get more ſons, if it was oply to convince the world that 
he has mended his hand in the buſineſs. 


End of the Fourth Act. 
ar S | 
SCE NE, continues at Mandeville 8585 
Enter Harriet ail Charlotte. 


Harriet. 


I 


AM half in love with Count Pærpoige for his noble be- 


_—_— 
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| baviour=The moment matters were properly explain'd i 
dim, he withdrew his claim inſtantly— Well, I never mg: 
will hear the French ſpoken ill of; they carry the point gf 
| honour to a pitch of heroiſm—but, Charlotte, what is the 


matter? Your ſpitirs are jutoſerably depreſſed ! | 


Char, You only fancy ſo from the unuſual giety of your 


own. 


Har. I have a great mind to ſend Captain Crevelt h 
you; you'are juſt fit company for each other: two moping 
. melancholy fools. 

Char. From ſome converſation I have dad with him,! 


take it that be is in love. 


Har. and I fancy I have a fair friend much in the ſane 
*$Stuxtion, © 

Char. He leaves town to day. 

Har. Unleſs you iſſue your ſovereign commands to the 
Soptrary. 

Char. My fovereign commands ! ' How you trifle : why 
influence have 1 over him? 


Har. That influence which a beabtifol woman will d. 


ways have over a man of exquiſite EG 
told me he was eternally W of you. 
Car. Talking of me! Lord, F wonder what the mis 
can have to ſay about me! 
Har. Oh! a thouſand handſome things, I dare ſay : bu 
if you wilh to be ſatisfied as to the particulars, you may 
have them from the gentleman's own mouth, for here be 


* comes 3 ſo I'll leave you together. 


har. Then you will be ſo ill natured ? 

Har. Good natured, ſweet couſin. — [Exit 
. Eternally talking of me'! Whence; then, aroſe 
his ſudden coldneſs and reſerve, when I but too plainly di 
covered my partiality for bim? Yet I may havg been mil 
taken; a mind poſſeſſed of ſo much delicacy as his, might 
have deemed it criminal to addreſs me on the ſcore of lobe, 
at a time he thought I was intended for the ſon of his friend 
Colonel Talbot—it is, it muſt be ſo—the pulſes of aj 
heart quicken at the thought but he's here. 


back again to Ind. 


FF. & PM T 
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Enter Crevelt. 


- Erev. Miſs Oldſtock, as I mean to quit town this even- 
ing, aod peſlibly may never ſee you again, I ani conic to ſo- 
licit the honour of a few qiiautey converſation. 

Char. Never fee me again! I hope you are not going | 


”, 


Crev. No, madam, that is not my intention, | 

Char. Ol chen 1 underſtand vou; it is — 
of every female excellence, of whom you ſpoke to gie in 
ſuch raptures, who is the. cauſe of your leaving us. 

Creu. I own it, Madam. 

Char. But you talk'd of never ſegiag me again; is your 

miſtreſs that jealous creature as to exact ſuch a promiſe 
from you? 

Crev. No, Madam ; that is a puniſhment I volantarily 
iafi& upon myſelf. 

Char. You do ſay the moſt gallant things, with the molt 
bmbre couatepance ; your wit and your face, Captain Cre- 
velt, are the diamond and its foil ; the dark ſhade of the 
one, lends a more vivid glow to we other's ſpatk ling brilli- 
cy: - What as. alteration the preſesce of your miſtreſs 

wa make ig your look cou d vun Jauk thus in her pre- 


Ge, to the preſeat ſlate of my heat, 1 auld nat look 
other wiſe. | 

Char, No! ot if ſhe finil'd upon yau? + 

Crev, A (mile from her wou'd raiſe me from deſpair 2 
but that, Madam Canfaſian | yooder 1 ſes Colonel Tal- 
bot; this. is the ſecqad time to day is has ſous me in eax- 
neſt <anverſaian with. ber. 

Char. I didn't” thiok it poſkble ll aa. Colonel Talbgt 
tou d pat me out of 'temper,, | 
Crev. Will he not ſulpe& that I ami meanly fiealig my- 
ſc] ypon ber affeQions, and attribute her diſlike of his ſgn 
to me ?—But be comes; L cannot meet his eye in the 
ww) ſtate of my feelings, —Adicy, dear Miſs Old- 


Char. But wn wen again? 


— — ya 
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ho but Crevelt is- worthy of fach a woman ?—(4/ide.) | 


truſt 1 can turn my eye with manly firmneſs from the bright 
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Crev. It is a ſacrifice, Madam, that pierces, and yi. Wl ** 
dows my heart for ever; but honour and gratitude & *" 


Enter Colonel Talbot. f | 

Cel. Wasn't that Captain Crevelt, Miſs Oldſtock thy 
parted from you / ee 

Cbar. Ves, Sic; be bas juſt taken his leave of me, 11 
ſaid 1 ſhall never fee him again. ee | 

Col. There is a-refinement in Crevelt's temper, that u ©1' 
firangers makes his conduct at times appear very unaccount 
able; but I fancy l have diſcovered the cauſe of this extn- fe 
ordinary reſolution, © © | | , | 


Char. And ſure, Sir, you can prevail upon him to al. a) 
ter it? 1 98321; E 8 92061 2 6 A 

Col. Then my lovely girl wiſhes he ſhould alter his t. a 
ſolution? enn Tx; | * Jou 


Char. Oh, Sir! is it poſlible to be acquainted with b t 


noble, ſo accompliſh'd, ſo brave a youth, and not eſtten an 
bim? Never ſee me more * 
Col. It is as 1 ſuſpected; and, indeed, as I wiſh ; for kim 


hope, Miſs Oldſiock, you are now perfectly convinced, 
that 1 wou'd? not purchaſe the greateſt earthly happinels a 
the price of your peace of mind—highly as my pride, ad 
natural affection wou d be pratified to call you daughter, | don 


the flattering proſpect; and. reſign'd to the diſpenſations of 4 
2 Power who never afflicts his creature but for wiſe ad Jef 
good purpoſes, point out a man in every reſpe& but bin 
and fortune deſerving of you. | „ 
- Char. Birth and fortune, Colonel! deſpicable diſtind- 
ons ? hen nature aſſerts her ſuperior claims to reveren® By 
by ennobling the ſpirit, how low it lays the inſolence of at * 
ceſtry, and humbles the vanity of wealth. __— 
Col. Madam, your words penetrate my very ſoul; vith | 
| an aching, joyleſs heart, 1 look back to thoſe imagit#) 


ſcenes of happineſs, fanoy had painted in meeting with 3 {o0; 
the only pledge of love from the firlt object of my affe 1085 


A 


«nd whoſe image till warms this deſolated boſom— Birth! 
when I ſurvey my owa offspring, and behold poor Crevelt, 
* I am aſham'd to think ſo empty 2 thing as family pride had 
ever any influence over me. 1600, 
Char. But you will prevail upon him to alter his reſo. 
lution ? 1.5} ys 
Col. On ane condition, Madam. 


Char, What is that, Colonel? 
* Col. That you will receive him as my adopted ſon— 
Your father's objections I will remove, by making bim your 
To) is forme. ©: 
* Char, I don't know how to thank you, Colonel; but, 


perhaps, he's already gone. , | 
o Gone, without ſeeing we firſt, impoſſible] but what 


us my ſweet girl to the propoſal I bave made her? 

Char. You are fo good, ſo dilinteretied, and ſo gene- 
rous, that it is impoſſible not to acquieſce in any propoſa} of 
your's : bot yet I will dot make you an abſolute promiſe ; 
6, WY ind that, Colonel; till I find you have effectually accom - 
pliſhed my requeſt, and induced Captain Crevelt to alter his 
relolution. [Ext. 

Col. Luckily, Sir Oliver has taken a very great liking to 
)1 aim ; and told me that he wou'd inſiſt upon bis paſſing a 

few days at his houſe, previous to viliting his relations 
Tho' Crevelt poſfeſſes the ſpirit of a lian, there is a gen- 
ind teneſs and flexibility in bis nature, which cannot reſiſt ſoli- 
. 11 ©ation from a friend—Oh, my heart, be (till ! tho*t am 
denied happineſs in that quarter whence | fondly expected 
it, let me enjoy it as Heaven thinks proper to beſtow the 
boon, by exerting my belt efforts to impart it to the truly 
deſerving. 18 | 


Enter Count and Mandeville, 


Count. Peſpere, Monſieur Mandeville, you are perfectiy 
ſatisfy—ſur mon honneur, had I known Mademoiſelle Har- 
Fiet was engage, I never wou'd pay addreſle. 

Man. I believe it, Count; and hope you will forgive 
the warmth, I was at firſt betrayed into. ER 
R H 2 
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10 reaſon. 
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Count. Mon Dieu! il eſt Veverveſcence d'un grazdy 
ame ; no brave mas ever reſign ſa maitreſſe avec ſang froid 

Gil. Now, Mandeville, to completely remove your fear 
in regard to Harriet, know, I have made your peace with 


her uncle—wou'd you: believe it? he actually propoſed hi 


daughter to me—however by the dint of argument, addei 
to the influence of an old fricadſhip, I at lat brought hig 


Enter Sir Oliver. 


Sir 0. Cdlodel, Colonel, is this ſicick obſerraace «f 
treaty? the carriages are waiting for vs at the door —ucie 
we pot all to ſet off far my hogle immediately; did you not 
promiſe to pals ten days with me when you had contradif 
ed me ĩato conſent atlat? ON 
Cunt. Moofieur Olditack, your neice was very pretty 
to be lure ; mais, mon Dieu! voirefille be very pretty auſh; 
me underiiand ſhe ville got marry young Monkeur Talbot, 
& mon ami the Coianct will put have herreh bien, vat you 
lay to me for von huſband. # m_ 
Sir ©. With all my heart and ſoul, Count—l don't 
know a Fregch gentleman of a long ume | have takiog ſock 
z liking to—dama. me 4 if; you have not a hne roa f-becf 
countenance. ,, | 52-4 99 
Cl. 1 fancy, Count, that lady's affeRions are allo es- 

aged. F 
p Count. Je fais tres malheureux ! all de Engliſh lady be 
engaged ! but me be not ſarprizzd ; for if de fojeigner fe 
ſa much value on de Engliſh lady, vat muſt their own cour- 
trymen who know them better, do? 
Sir O. Wh, what the deuce, Colonel, is all this! 
You won't marry my daughter yourſelf; you wou't ſuffer 
your ſon, whateyer her inclinations may be, to marry her ; 
and now you put the Conant agaiuſt ber, K 
Col. Will you leave the lady to her own choice ? 

Sir O. The worſt of it is, I muſt do that—Count, 4 
word in your ear-——to. ber yourlclſ—you're a dey lil 
ſtraight, well · look ing fellow ; no appearavce of frogs abovi 


you, except upon your coat—el (hou'd like to fee an vpios 


Fl 
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betaren France and England, if it were only becauſe It hay 
been ſo long thought a contradiction in politics. | 
- Cont. I viih it vid ail my heart, [riet, 
Cal. How unſubſtantial are all the projects of man, i 
whatever bope flatters bim with happiceſs—this unhappy W 


diſtradts me 
gr O. - Danin me! if 1 Wouided't "fend him Jown into 


Wales or Lorkſhire — for about fifteen pounds a year, yon 
may get him decently dead and olad and educated mo 


the bargain, 


ddg 
id, 
arg 
ch 
hig 
ed 
am 


E nter a Servant. 


not Fra I 1 been in ſearch of Mr. Matbot, Sir, fiaca 
a- you {poke to me; and bave juſt beard that he is gone to 
ane Jacob Wilkins's, an innkeeper gear Smithfield. 

2 Col. I am expoſed, you fee, already. 
ot, 

os 


Sir O. It's your own fault if you — to be expoſed; 
come along, Colonel; yonder I ſee Captain Crevelt puttiag 
the women into the carriages : We'll drive round by this 
Wilkins's ; aud take this young mohawk by ſorprife ; the 
n't WW moment you get poſſeſſion of him, baniſh him into Wales. 
ch Col. I will myfelf go in perſon to Wilkins's ; and from 
ef his own lips learn every particular reſpect iag this unbappy 

youth, from the hour I left him in his care; and as you 
0+ bropoſe going home that way, Sir Oliver, I will treſpaſs fa 
far upon your patience as to requeſt you will wait for me, 
be whilſt 1 make this i inquiry. 
ſet Mand. Dear Sir, don't make yourſelf fo unhappy. 
i- Lol. What is there wealth can purcbaſe I cannot poſſeſs ? 
My feelings are at once a facire, and a leffon to avarice. 


s! 70 [Exeurt. 
fer 
1 SCENE, a Room at Jacob Wers 


Johnſon and Mrs Wilkios diſcovered at Tea. 


. 7s. lt. Im ſure 1 ſhall never forget the firſt time 
vw IF + vas io this room; where you foe Mr. Wilkins has his 


er EE ee m.. 
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Honor the Colonel's picture np dear heart, what a band, 
ſome man he is! it's a great pity he does not marry. . 

Jobnſ. He's very much altered—conſider, i it's many year 
Goce that picture was painted; his face is parched to the 
8 of an old drum head, and his hair is perſed) 

ver 

Mrs. Wilk.” What effe& filver hair may have upon your 
great ladies I will not pretend to ſay ; but this I'll ſwear to; 
bait your hook properly with gold, and a poor girl is a trout 
you may take with a ſingle hair of any colour. If it un 
not for his money, do you think I'd ever have marrried old 
Jacob Wilkins? 

Jobnſ. Why no, I hardly think you wou'd ; but why, 
my dear creature, has his name eſcaped your lips ? ? ſhou'd 
he poſſeſs ſuch a treaſure ! the man worthy of you ſhould 
always meet you with the ardonr of a lover, and dart as] 
doe with travſport into your arms. 


Enter Berty. 


Betty. Oh! madam! madam} my maſter is com 
home, and is raving like mad at your leaving the bar, and 
drioking tea up ſtairs. 
Mrs. Wilk. He doesn't know I have any body with me! 
Bett. Lord! ma'am, to be ſure he doeen't; I told hin 
you were not well, and that you found the * too cold for 


Mrs Wilk. You're an excellent 21 

Fohnſ. How the devil will you get me out? 

Bett. I hear bis cough at the foot of the ſtairs—deir 
Madam, he's coming np. 

Fobnſ. S'death IH run and ſhut myſelf up in that line 
room yonder. 

Mrs. Wilk. By no means | that's our own bed chamber; 
his bureau is in it; and as be pays his bre wer to day, per- 
haps it's there he d going dow for money. 

Bett. I have it Madam; I'll let down this winde 
curtain, and the gentleman may get bchigd it; if my mal- 
rer aſks why it is down, you may ſay you were ſo ill. the 
light was too much for you. 

[Drops the window curtain before Johnſon 


he; 
cot 
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Mrs. Wilk. Such a ſervant is worth her weight ia gold, 
Bett. Here, Madam; tie this handkerchief about your 
head; appear very bad indeed there, Madam, let him 

come now when be * we are ready for him. 
[Exit Betty. 


Enter Wilkios and Ainber. 


to; Milk. So, Mr. Amber; you have a curioſity to ſee the 
rout BY upper part of my houſe ; you can't think how pleaſang i it isz 
un my wife can tell you what a proſped there is on m upper 
for ; 
„ Poor Mrs Wilkins is adds muffled up; ſhe's 
hy, very bad, poor woman; I'm ſorry we difturb her. 
ud Wilk. Why, Facay, my love, what's the matter? you 
ud BY were very well bed I went out. 
25 | Mrs. Wilk. J have been ſeized all of a ſudden, with 
ſach a terrible paid in one ſide of =y face I can hardly get 
my words out. 
Wilk. I am ſorry to hear this. Fanny—but what wiſcacre 


3 has let this curtain down? I can't * to ſhut out the ligbt 
of a fine day. 
bel Mrs. Wilk. Has the brute a mind to be the death of me? 
in [Seizing him by the arm. 
for Wilk. Will it do you any good to keep me in the dark ? 
Mrs. Milt. To be ſure it will when I can't bear the light. 
Amber. Friend Wilkins, friend Wilkins, the light is too 
much for her. 
* Mrs. Wilk. You're a conſiderate man Mc. Amber, and 
| I dare ſay make an excellent huſband. 
th Wilk. Well, well, then let the curtain remain 3 
come, Fanny, give your old Jacob a kiſs. | 
r Mrs. Wilk. I'm too fond gþ you, Jacob, and you _ 
Jy advantage of that. 
Wilk. No, but I don n me bin, you fond fool, iv 
4 will do you good. 
1 amber. Ah! you're a happy couple ; but you take Y 


he mght method to be ſo, by giving way to one another. 
Lill. But now we are up flairs, friend Amber; fit down, 
No ll go bring ſome money our of the next room and 
/ you, 


% 
> 
6; 


Mrs Will. I beg of you, Jacob, to take him dy 
Nairs and pay him; even your talking ſets miy bead d. 


Wilt. My dear, I ſhan't be two minutes ſettling vit 
bim; it will affront him if you turn bim out of the room 
you ſhall have the place to yourſelf immediately. (Ex, 


Re-enter Betty. 


Bett. Madam, you're undone; if you don't come dou 
ſtairs immediately; Ned, the new waiter, ſaw Mr. Johaſog, 
and he as good as told me he'd acquaint my walter. 

Mrs. Milt. What ſhall I do? I'm afraid to leave th 

Bott. You needo't ſtop, a minute z-it's only ſqueezing 
Ned's hand, and flipping a ly half guinda into it, and il 
will be right, 1 ei Fa 49 $23 2h 4 0.01475: « 8] 

Mrs. Wilk. Oh! Betty, 1 wiſh he was well out of the 
houſe - yon ll excuſe me, Mr. Amber, a little ; I'm watt- 
ed down {tgirs. ,, [Exeunt Mrs. Wilkins and Betty 

Amb. Don't notice me, child, buſineſs muſt be mind 


al ed; bat let me ſec; ſuppoſe I fig my; receipt, and 
1 have it ready for him, 
; [ Taking. eut his Pocket book aud inkinr! 
4 "TY 7% Enter Wilkins. | 
ll Will. Here is the money, my old boy; have you got * 
i vdur receipt ready? ? 
it Amb. I was going to fign it: but my eyes are ſo din 
WW ©. can't ſee with that curtain down. | 
Il: Wilk. d my wife's not here to complain of the light, 
im I'll draw it up for du. Drau up the curtain, 
i Amb. That will do, I ſee plain enough now. he 
Nil. And ſo do I too—Ok ! the Jezable. 
Enter Mrs. Wilkins, f 
Amb. My dear Mr. Wilkins 1 beg ten thouſand pwdew 
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letting ſo much light into the room, but I declare I 
ou d not ſec to write my receipt. on £365 OE; $892 
ilk. Well, Mr. Jchnſon! what brought you here ; 
"hat have you to ſay for yourſelf ; are yd me to rob my 


zouſe ? f | | | 
7 Ob! oh! I fear the dimneſs af my eyes have 
made others too clear ſighted—bat, friend Wilkins, don't 
de too haſty io judging. YE 
oO $'death and fite, man, ſhan't I believe my own 
mb. Not always—we are all apt to be ſuſpicious at 
times— I'll wiſh you a good evening there is my receipt : 

ts ae foodet- couples will ſpar now and then—bot I never 
ke to meddle in family quarrels. — Wilkins, you certainly 
are a fine proſpect on your upper ſtory.—Good. evening, 
dood Mrs. Wilkins. [Exit. 


al 

ik. Go, Madam; pack up your alls; and leave my 
ar boule immediately; if yon are in want of a morſel of 
* bread, it wou'd give me pleaſure to refuſe it to you. As 
"> ON for you, Sir, IM take care your buſineſs ſhall be done with 


1 Colosel Talbot — P li ſee you both beggars, and that will be 
ſome ſatis faction to me. 154 me | 
* i 5 L nter Servant. 


Serv. Colonel Talbot is coming up ſtairs, Sir, to ſpeak 
l. ys 
Fon. Confuſlion | I'm undone | 
| Enter Colonel Talbot! 
: Col. jobaſon, here! ; 


here on a viſit to that wretch my wife, 
Mrs. Wilk. Wretch, Mr. Wilkins! 
1 Wilk. Yes, Madam, an ungrateful wretch. 
C0. Pm ſorry; Joboſon — for dis; I was given to un 
, #erſtznd you were come in * of my ſon. 


"BB Milk: Yes; Sir, Johaſon; your worthy gentleman Is 


| 
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- Mrs. Wilk. Wierch! I'll difcover all, if Tim ruined fe 
ever. (Afide.) He's not your ſon, Sir - 
+ [Going up to the Colmel, 

ill. Devit 1: Devil ! what is ſhe goiog to ſay ? 

Cot. Not my ſon! ſpeak again, woman. 

Vill. But dear Colonel, (fore you won't beben. what 
this wicked woman will ſay 7 | 

Col. Away, villain, and let me hear. en nature 
ſtarts up in'my - heatt, and opens a thouſand. cars to liſte Wi - 
to her. 

Mr;. Mill. He loſt your ſon, Sir, when he was a boy = 
of twelve years old; and you may be ſure, Sit, it was! 
the kindeſt uſage maid the child leave him ; the booby he 
palmed upon you is his own. What a terrible thing ity eG 
to loſe. my charaQer, when I ſeot for Mr. Johnſon for ty * 
Other reaſon, I'm ſure, but to tell him every thing ; and 
for fear he might not believe me, I hid him behind that 
—_— that he might hear my huſband bimſelf confeſs it. 

[Subs and ci 

. Jobaſ. [Coming forward] This is the real ſtate of cit fay 
cumſtances I aſſure your Honour. 5 2 

Col Unprincipled, inhuman villain ! let we hear. the 
whole truth from your own lips, or by every power that ( 
ſacred and divine, this moment is your laſt. * 

Wilk. Dear Sir, put up your ſword, and 1'l] tell you e. 
very thing— What ſhe fays is partly true; your ſon {trayed p 
from me when he was about twelve years old ; but had bs 85 
been my own, I cou dh't have uſed him beter; as a proof twel 
of it, his mother, in her laſt illneſs, came, as ſhe often did, 
prirately to ſce him; and was fo well pleaſed with my wife" 
and my treatment of her ſon, that ſhe gave me a fiſty- poved 
Baok note —1 (hall never forget the day; it was the la 
ume lever ſaw her : ſhe hung a ſmall picture of bertel, 
ſet in gold, about the child's neck, and * W over 
him. 


Col. Can nce * pitture 2 2 ; 

Wk. us jou prodce it with him ; he was fo fond of it, 
I cou'd never keep it out of his rods bus by locking it "= 
which 1 ſometimes did, as the ſevereſt of all — 
ecu d iaflict upon him. 


cu. 1 muſt have better proof this tale is true be fore I 
let you eſcape that juſtice I fear is due to your wickedneſs, 
— johnſon, take him from my fight, asd fer him be ſecur'dy 
1 cannot bear to look at him.—Tell the company waiting 
for me in carriages at the doòr, to come iu : for I am ſo a- 
ated, and anxious for more particulars, I cannot quit this 
deteſted ſpot. wk ak. 
Jobnſ. They are here, Sir. | 

| [Exeunt Johnſon, Wilkins, and wife. 


. 
rater Crevelt, Mandeville, Charlotte, Harriet, Sir Oli- 
.,, Lady Oldſtack, and Count, | 


* Crov. Dear Sir, hat is the matter? Obſerving a con- 
un fuſion in the houſe immediately after you went in, we were 
1 alarmed for your ſafety. | 

Col. Oh, Crevelt! I am the unhappieſt of fathers ; that 
creature whom you all ſuppoſe my ſoo is not ſo, © 
"i Char. Good fortune be prais'd! 
WW Col. He's ſon to the fellow who keeps this houſe—H 
" Ways, my poor child ſtray d from him when a boy; bat this 
tale is ſo improbable, that I rather fear he has fall'n a victim 
to this fellow's villany and avarice. : 

Crev. Dear Sir, compoſe yourſelf, and hope human na- 

ture cannot be ſo deprav'd ; it wrings my heart to ſee you in 
ied this diſtreſs —But whe is this villain ? | 3 

Col. His name is Wilkins. When I committed my child 


k to his care, he lived at Henly : he pretends he loſt him at 
id, twelve years old; and, oh 1 agony to think! if he, indeed, 


= be bring, he is at this moment a wandering outcaſt and a 
ggar. | 

* Crev. Merciful heaven! What do 1 hear ? Can it be 

if poſhible ! Ska'l I, in my lov'd and honour'd patron, find a 

bod and living father ! Sir, did that man loſe a ſon of yours 


* twelve years of age ? 
Cal. Yes, Crevelt; I have no fon but you now, ; 
5 F 1 25 I am your fon, Sir—your happy ſon! that ſon 


[ gel. You! You, Crevelt ! 
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cCrev. Yes, Sir, the, veteran whoſe name 1 bear, tak 
me with him at the age you mention from Healy ; when] 
lived with the man you have juſt named, whom I alwy 
thought my ſather; it was the pride of poor Crevelt't hex 
to have me believed his ſon : I. bore his name, and public 
ly acknowledged him as my father; for you, Sir, coul 
not have lov'd me better ; his dying vel to me was, {i 
to retain the name of Crevelt, and never forget. ide ma 
who made me a ſo}dier. 
Char. O ! Harriet. There 4 is a cord of delight in ny 
heart never touch'd before > and fore,” he who made thy 


7% #* + & 


heart, now moves its ſpriogs to ecſtaſy by the koger of u 
angel. 

Col. He talk'd of your takieg with you ene of your 
.mother—had you ever an ſoch tbingg 

Crev. I have it ſtill, Sir, and eyer ware it next ray heat, 
(Predusing the picture from his beſem.) You lee th 
frame is ſhattered i — it was by a muſquet ball the day ere 
body thought I was kill'd, , 
- * Col. It is indeed ybur mother; ad ſee here thoſe ſpect 
under the eye; are they * child's blood, or the tern i 
a ford parent? ' 

(Johoſon fo Caleb without, ) Vou muſt not come 110 
have Pw explained every thing ſofficiently, | 


# *» 54 % 


Enter Caleb (very abrupth) and Johoſon, 
Ca. I tell you I will come io: zZounds 1 will wh 


father me ? 
Col. Young man jou have been deceived ; b vou are wil 
Eins s ſon, not mine ä 
Ca. Pho, pho! Father, do you think I know no bene 
FL if zo don't come out this moment, and n 
longer diſturb my maſter, I'll take you by the ſhoulder. 
Ca. Wh; here 2 ſellow for you — forgets he is tallig 
to 2 captain! 
(d. Thar is a rank you are ſo viterly ne for, that i 
would only expoſe you to unhappineſs and ridicule; there 
fore your comm fon ſhall be ſold ; and for being one di 


0 
f 
t 


Wil 


du 


hat i 
here- 


EE WOULD BE A SOLDIER: 9 


„ ſon, the purchaſe money ſhall be ne 0 n 


you up in buſineſs. 8 
John}... Well, what keeps you nov nl 
(Ca. You are in a devil of a, burrys. Ms: Totals: : 


10 I myſt put up with ald, Jacob. agaiu ;, but let · mea 


you one queſtion, atk [ to be expjil 60 10 er for 


ſetrices. 


50 
Pays aeg once af captain and. always » cayfain,..... 


79 70 You ſhall hare full! pay * you, do'ng. jo d. oy 
nels,  [ Shaker. bis. e 
Ca. Well, if L can' t de a balf-pay Captain I be a Bo- 


it, Caleb. 

Sir O. Captain Crevelt—1 beg your pardon, captain 
Talbot, give me your band; you want nothing now but 2 
wife, and if my daughter Catia te 
Count. Eh bien? Monſieur Crate, you have forgot ? 

Sir O. Why, no. Count, I have not forgot; but you 
muſt know, whatever my reſpe& for you may be, there is 
not that man living whoſe alliance I ſo much deſire as colone! 
Talbot's ; beſides, I underſtagd there i is another branch of 
the family of my mind. 

Cunt. Chevalier, I love and I reſpeR the Engliſh, and 
by gar me vil have a wife among you. 

Mand, It is not in words to expreſs my ploaſure—to | 
make a boſom friend, and find a near relation, in leſs time 
than others form à common acquaintance, overflows my 
heart wich tranſport. 

Lady O. ] could wiſh alſo to ſhew how this affecting diſ- 
coyery touches me if I was not apprehenſiye, Sir Oliver, of 
your unfortunate ſuſpicious temper. 

Sir O. Captain Talbot, be ſo good as to llep this way— 
do give my wife a kiſs ; I know, my dear, yoyr lips itch 
for it; and, with all her faults, believe me, ſhe has a heart 
that beats in udiſon to the feelings of all preſent, and 2 
tear for miſery and friendſhip. 

Col. Tal. Miſs Oldſtock, it is your father's. wiſh and 
mine to unite our families—now that I have a ſoo I can pro- 
poſe to you, there is only your acceptarem of him neceſſary 
to make me happy. . 


* 
I if the gentleman has but coma 


: Sip O. As 1 don't expect the 

| Me of 

from either party on thig . 1 n — 
without aofwer. 
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WRITTEN BY THE AUTHQR OF THE connor, ANY 


SPOKEN BY MRS, POPE, 


Now critie Jove the ſcale aloft ſuſpends; _ 
On whoſe dread beam the poet's fate depeads: 
Ye gods above, high arbiters of wit, 
Who on your ſhilling thrones in council fie ; 
You I implore, for our poot bard afraid, 

To grant celeſtial, upper gall' ry aid; 

if you approve, with Cato I thall cry 

Fhe gods take oare of poets in the ſky ! 

As for the ladies they Il ſure hear my pray t, 
New chatms good · nature lends the faireſt fair; 
Beſides, I hardly think they can be foes, 

To a fond maid who a brave ſoldier choſe. 
Who like a ſoldier charms the fair one's eyes, 
The queen of beauty was a ſoldier's prize? 
In love, as war, the brave man beſt ſucceeds, 
Our ſex reveres that valour which it needs. 

Ye beaux, ſo finely waiſted now a days, 

That one wou'd almoſt ſwear you put on ſtays 3 
You, I confeſs create no great alarm, 

Yeu hay'nt ſpirit to do good, or ham. 
But yonder 1 eſpy ſome dangerous faces; 

Good critics, I entreat your favouring graces z 
All 1 requeſt is, when a fault's ſet down, 

Its neighbouring beauty may be told the town 
But after this, if you attempt to growl, 

I'll excommunicate you, every ſoul ! 

la my lawn ſleeves and ſhirt, I'Il come ſo big, 
In every thing a biſhop, but his wig : 

Nay, if you don't, ao army I will bring 

Of bichops, who may crown the greateli king: 


1heir (leeves of lawn, the dowa-wirigs of the dove; 


Their ſaſh, the ceitus of the queen of love: 
Wit aid like this, and aid you'll own divine 
ho wou'd not think ſucceſs were ſurely mine? 
In anxious hope I wait the dread decree, | 
That mull be Goal both to bard and me. 


